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themselves from sonie other man’s difficulties ; and when Alain
came to a close,the Count remained some moments seized with a
slight cough ; and, gazing intently on the carpet, at length he
said, “ My dear young friend, your father behaved extremely ill
to you—dishonourably, fraudulently.”

“Hold !” said the Marquis, colouring high. ¢ Those are
words no man can apply to my father in my presence.”

The Count stared, shrugged his shoulders, and replied, with
sang-froid,

“ Marquis, if you are contented with your father's conduct,
of course it is no business of mine ; he never injured me. I
presume, however, that, considering my yearsand my character,
you come to me for advice—is it 8o 1"

Alain bowed his head in assent.

‘ There are four courses for one in your position to take,”
said the Count, placing the index of the right hand successively
on the thumb and three fingers of the left—* four courses and
no more. :

* First, to do as your notary recommended : consolidate your
mortgages, patch up your income as you best can, return to
Rochebriant, and devote the rest of your existence to the pre-
servation of your property. By that course your life will be
one of permanent privation, severe struggle: and the pro-
hability 1s that you will not succeed : there will come one
or two bad seasons, the farmers will fail to pay, the mortgage
will foreclose, and you may find yourself, after twenty years of
anxiety and torment, prematurely old and without a sou.

« Course the second. Rochebriant, though so heavily en-
cnmbered as to yield you some such income as your father gave
his chef de cuisine, is still one of those superb ferres which
bankers and Jews and stock-jobbers court and hunt after, for
which they will give enormous sums.  If you place it in good
hands, I do not doubt that you could dispose of the property
within three months, on terms that would leave you a con-
siderable surplus, which, invested with judgment, would afford
you whereon you could live at Paris in a way suitable to your
rank and age.—Need we go further? Does this course smile to

yout”

 Pass on, Count ; I will defend to the last what I take from
()
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men having nothing marry girls having nothing, and I don’t
believe they are a bit the happier for it.  On the contrary, the
quarrels de ménage leading to frightful crimes appear by the
‘Gazetle des Trilunauz’ to be chiefly found among those who
do not sell themselves at the altar.”

The old Count said this with a grim persiflage. He was
a Voltairian. .

Voltairianism deserted by the modern Liberals of France has
its chief cultivation nowadays among the wits of the old régime.
They pick up its light weapons on the battle-field on which the
fathers perished, and re-feather against the canaille the shafts
which had been pointed against the noblesse.

¢ Adieu, Count,” sail Alain, rising; “ I do not thank
you less for your advice because I have not the wit to profit by
it.”

¢ Au revoir, my cousin ; you will think better of it when you
have been a month or two at Paris. By the way, my wife re-
ceives every Wednesday ; consider our house yours.”

¢ Count, can I enter into the world which Madame la Com-
fesse receives, in the way that becomes my birth, on the income
I take from my fortune ¥”

The Count hesitated.  “No,” said he at last, frankly ; “not
because you will be less welcome or less respected, but because
I see that you have all the pride and sensitiveness of a seigneur
de province. Society would therefore give you pain, not plea-
sure. More than this, I know by the remembrance of my own
youth, and the sad experience of my own sons, that you would
be irresistibly led into debt, and debt in your circumstances -
would be the loss of Rochebriant. No; I invite you to visit
us. 1 offer you the most select but not the most brilliant cir-
cles of Paris, because my wife is religious, and frightens away
the birds of gay plumage with the scarecrows of priests and
bisho But if you accept my invitation and my offer, I am
bound, as an old man of the world to a young kinsman, to say
that the chances are that you will be ruined.”

T thank you, Count, for your candour ; and I now acknow-
ledge that I have found a relation and a guide,” answered the
Marquis, with a uobility of mien that was not without a pathos
which touched the hard heart of the old man.
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you any offer. Get back yonur abstract, or a copy of it, and
confide it to me. Gandrin ought to help you ; he transacts af
fairs in a large way. Belle clientelle among the millionnaires.
But his clients_expect fabulous profits, and so does he. As for
your principal mortgagee, Louvier, you know of course who he
18 ”»

. ‘l: I;To, except that M. Hébert told me that he was very
rich.

“ Rich—I should think so; one of the Kings of Finance,
Ah'! observe those young men on horseback.”

Alain looked forth and recognized the two cavaliers whom
he had conjectured to be the sons of the Count de Vandemar.

“ Those beauz gargons are fair specimens of your Faubourg,”
said Frederic; “ they would decline my ‘acquaintance because
"l'xy grandfather kept a shop, and they keep a shop between
them!”

« A shop—I am mistaken, then. Who are they §”

“Raoul and Enguerrand, sons of that mocker of man, the
Count de Vandemar.”

““ And they keep a shop! you are jesting.”

« A shop at which you may buy gloves and perfumes, Rue
de la Chaussée d’Antin. Of course they don’t serve at the
counter ; they only invest their pocket-money in the specula-
tion, and in so doing—treble at least their pocket-money, buy
their horses, and keep their grooms.”

“Is it possible? nobles of such birth! How shocked the
Count would be if he knew it !”

“ Yes, very much shocked if he was supposed to know it.
But he is too wise a father not to give his sons limited allow-
ances and unlimited liberty, especially the liberty to add to the
allowances as they please. Look again at them ; no better
riders and more affectionate brothers since the date of Castor
and Pollux. Their tastes, indeed, differ : Raoul is religious
and moral, melancholy and dignified ; Enguerrand is a lion of
the first water—élcgant to the tips of his pails. These demi-
gods are nevertheless very mild to mortals. Though Enguer-
rand is the best pistol-shot in Paris, and Raoul the best fencer,
the first is so good-tempered that you would he a brute to quar-
rel with him ; the last so true a Catholic that if you quarrelled
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contested election in the market-place of a borough when the
candidates are running close on each other, the result doubtful,
passions excited, the whole borough in civil war, is peaceful
compared to the scene at the Bourse.

Bulls and bears screaming, bawling, gesticulating, as if one
were about to strangle the other ; the whole, to-an uninitiated
eye, a confusion, a Bahel, which it seems absolutely impossible
to reconcile to the notion of quiet mercantile transactions, the
purchase and sales of shares and stocks. As Alain gazed be-
wildered, he felt himself gently touched, and, looking round,
saw the Englishman.

“ A lively scene !’ whispered Mr. Vane. “ This is the heart
of Paris: it beats very loudly.”

“Is your Bourse in London like this §”

“I cannot tell you ; at our Exchange the general public are
not admitted ; the privileged priests of that temple sacrifice
their victims in closed penetralia, beyond which the sounds
made in the operation do not travel to ears profane. But had
we an Exchange like this open to all the world, and placed, not
in a region of our metropolis unknown to fashion, but in some
elegant square in St. James’s or at Hyde Park Corner, I sus-

ct that our natioral character would soon undergo a great
change, and that all our idlers and sporting men would make
books there every day, instead of waiting long months in ensui
for the Doncaster and the Derby. At present we have but few
men on the turf; we should then have few men not on Ex-
change, especially if we adopt your law, and can contrive to be
traders without risk of becoming bankrupts. Napoleon I. called
us ashop-keeping nation. Napoleon I1I. has taught France to
excel us in everything, and certainly he has made Paris a shop-
keeping city.”

Alain thought of Raoul and Enguerrand, and blushed to find
that what he considered a blot on his countrymen was so fami-
liarly perceptible to a foreigner’s eye.

“ And the Emperor has done wisely, at least for the time,”
continued the Englishman, with a more thoughtful accent. “He
has found vent thus for that very dangerous class in Paris so-
ciety to which the subdivision of property gave birth—viz., the
crowd of well-born, daring young men without fortune and
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4¢No,” said the Englishman ; “on corsideration, I should be
very much obliged to any one with whom she would fall in love.
That would disenchant me. Take the Marquis by all means.”

Meanwhile Alain, again looking down, saw just under him,
close hy one of the pillars, Lucien Duplessis. He was stand-
ing apart from the throng—a small spacc cleared round him-
self—and two men who had the air of gentlemen of the beau
monde with whom he was conferring. Duplessis, thus seen,
was not like the Duplessis at the restaurant. It would be diffi-
cult to explain what the change was, but it forcibly struck Alain:
the air was more dignified, the expression keener ; there was a
look of conscious power and command about the man even at
that distamce ; the intense, concentrated intelligence of his eye,
his firm lip, his marked features, his projecting, massive brow,
would have impressed a very ordinary observer. In fact, the
man was here in his native element—in the field in which his
intellect gloried, commanded, and had signalized itself by suc-
cessive triumphs. Just thus may be the change in the great
orator whom you deemed insignificant in a drawing-room, when
you see his crest rise above a reverential audience ; or the great
soldier, who was not distinguishable from the subaltern in a
peaceful club, could you see him issuing the order to his aids-
de-camp amidst the smoke and roar of the battle-field.

“ Ah, Marquis!” said Graham Vane, *“are you gazing at
Duplessis He is the modern genius of Paris. He is at once
the Cousin, the Guizot, and the Victor Hugo of speculation.
Philosophy— Eloquence—audacious Romance—all Literature
now is swallowed up in the sublime epic of Agiotage, and Du-
plessis is the poet of the Empire.”

** Well said, M. Grarm Varn,” cried Frederic, forgetting his
recent lesson in English names. * Alain underrates that great
man. How could an Englishman appreciate him so well 1”

* Ma foi !” returned Graham, quietly ; “1 am studying to
think at Paris, in order some day or other to know how to act
in London. Time for the Bois, Lemercier, we meet at seven
— Philippe’a.”
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old moons. Their place is immediately supplied by new can-
didates. Paris is thus kept perennially sumptuous and splen-
did by the gold it ingulfs. But then some men succeed—suc-
ceed Krodigiously, preternaturally ; they make colossal fortunes,
which are magnificently expended. They set an example of
show and pomp, which is of course the more contagious be-
cause so many men say, ‘ The other day those millionnaires
were as poor as we are ; they never economized ; why should
we?’ Paris is thus doubly enriched—by the forturmes it swal-
lows up, and by the fortunes it casts up ; the last being always
reproductive, and the first never lost except to the individuals.”

“I understand : but what struck me forcibly at the scene we
have left was the number of young men there; young men
whom I should judge by their appearance to be gentlemen, evi-
dently not mere spectators—eager, anxious, with tablets in
their hands. That old or middie-aged men should find a zest
in the pursuit of gain I can understand, but youth and avarice
seem to me a new combination, which Moli¢re never divined in
his Avare.”

“ Young men, especially if young gentlemen, love pleasure ;
and pleasure in this city is very dear. This explains why so
many young men frequent the Bourse. In the old gaming-
tables, now suppressed, young men were the majority ; in the
days of your chivalrous forefathers, it was the young nobles,
not the old, who would stake their very mantles and swords on
a cast of the die. And naturally enough, mon cher ; for is not
youth the season of hope, and is not hope the goddess of gam-
ing, whether at rouge e noir or the Bourse 7”

Alain felt himself more and more behind his generation.
The acute reasoning of Lemercier humbled his amour propre.
At college Lemercier was never considered Alain’s equal in
ability or book-learning. What a stride beyond his school-
fellow had Lemercicr now made! How dull and stupid the
young provincial felt himself to be, as compared with the casy
:lﬁ'erness and half-sportive philosophy of the Parisian’s fluent

!

He sighed with a melancholy and yet with a generous envy.
He had too fine a natural perception not to acknowledge that
there is a rank of mind as well as of birth, and in the first he
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their museums and picture-galleries. What amusements there
may be in England are for the higher classes and the lowest.”

“ What are the amusements of the lowest class 1”

¢« Getting drunk.”

“ Nothing else 1”

“Yes. I wastaken at night under protection of a policeman
to some cabarets, where I found crowds of that class which is
the stratum below the working class ; lads who sweep crossings
and hold horses, mendicants, and, I was fold, thieves, girls
whom a servant-maid would 1 ot speak to—very merry—danc-
ing quadrilles and waltzes, and regaling themselves on sausages
—the happiest-looking folks I found in all London—and, I
must say, conducting themselves very decently.”

“Ah!” Here Lemercier pulled the check-string. * Will
you object to a walk in this quiet alley ? T see some one whom
1 have promised the Englishman to—But heed me, Alain,
don’t fall in love with her.”

CHAPTER VIL
@HE lady in the pearl-coloured dress! Certainly it was

face that might well arrest the eye and linger long on

the remembrance.
There are certain “ beanty-women,” as there are certain
‘ beauty-men,” in whose features one detects no fault—who
are the show figures of any assembly in which they appear—
but. who, somehow or other, inspire no sentiment and excite no
interest ; they lack some expression, whether of mind, or of
soul, or of heart, without which the most beautitul race is hut
a beautiful picture. This lady was not one of those * beauty-
women.” - Her features taken singly were by no means perfect,
nor were they set off by any brilliancy of colouring.  But the
countenance aroused and impressed the imagination with a be-
lief qhat there was some history attached to it which you longed
to learn. The hair, simply parted over a forehead unusually

&
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% Quick, quick !” cried Lemercier, running toward his own
coupé ; “we must give chase.”

Alain followed somewhat less hurriedly, and, agreeably to
instructions Lemercier had already given te his coachman, the
Parisian’s coupé set off at full speed in the track of the strange
lady’s, which was still in sight.

In less than twenty minutes the carriage in chase stopped at
the grille of one of those charming little villas to be found in
the pleasant suburb of A ; & porter emerged from the
lodge, opened the gate; the carriage drove in, again stopped at
the door of the house, and the two gentlemen could not catch
even a glimpse of the lady’s robe as she descended from the
carriage and disappeared within the house.

“1 see a café yonder,” said Lemercier ; “ let us learn all we
can as to the fair unknown, over a sorbet or a pelit verre.”

Alain silently, but not reluctantly, consented. He felt in the
fair stranger an interest new to his existence.

They entered the little café, and in a few minutes Lemerrier,
with the easy savoir vivre of a Parisian, had extracted from the
gargon a8 much as probably any one in the neighbourhood knew
of the inhabitants of the villa. °

It had been hired and furnished about two months previously
in the name of Signora Venosta ; but according to the report
of the servants, the lady appeared to be the gourernante or
guardian of a lady much younger, out of whose income the villa
was rented and the houschold maintained.

It was for her the coupé was hired from Paris. The elder
lady very rarely stirred out during the day, but always accom-

anied the younger in any evening visits to the theatre or the
Eouses of friends.

It was only within the last few wecks that such visits had
been made.

The younger lady was in delicate health, and under the care
of an English physician famous for skill in the treatment of
pulmonary complaints. It was by his advice that she took
daily walking exercise in the Bois. The establishment consisted
of three servants, all Italians, and speaking but imperfect
French. The gargon did not krow whether either of the ladies
was married, but their mode of life was free from all scandal or
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were the first I chose.  How they impressed, how they star-
tled me ! what depths in the mind of man, in the heart of
woman, they revealed to me! Dut I owned to you then, and
I repeat it now, neither they nor any of the woris in romance
and poetry which form the boast of recent French literature,
satisfied yearnings for that calm sense of beauty, that divine
joy in a world beyond this world, which you had led me to be-
lieve it was that prerogative of ideal art to bestow. And when
I told you this with the rude frankness you had bid me exercise
in talk with you, a thoughtful melancholy shade feli over your
face, and you said, quietly, ‘You are right, child ; we, the
French of our time, are the offspring of revolutions that settled
nothing, unsettled all : we resemble those troubled states which
rush into war abroad in order to re-establish peace at home.
Our books suggest problems to men for recimstructing some
social system in which the calm that belongs to art may be
found at last : but such books should not be in your hands;
they arc not for the innocence and youth of women, as yet un-
changed by the systems which exist.’ And the next day you
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especially since my rambles in the Bois were forbidden ; and
as long as she declaimed on the hard fate of the women who, feel-
ing within them powers that struggle for air and light beyond
the close precinct of household duties, find themselves re-
stricted from fair rivalry with men in such fields of knowledge
and toil and glory as men since the world began have appro-
priated to themselves, I need not say that I went with her cor-
dially : you can guess that by m{ former letters. But whea
she entered into the detailed catalogue of our exact wrongs and
our exact rights, I felt all the pusillanimity of my sex, and
shrank back in terror.

“ Her husband, joining us when she was in full tide of elo-
quence, smiled at me with a kind of saturnine mirth. ¢ Made-
moiselle, don't believe a word she says ; it is only tall talk !
In America the women are absolute tyrants, and it is I who,
in concert with my oppressed countrymen, am going in for a
platform agitation to restore the Rights of Men.’

“Upon this there was a lively battle of words between the
spouses, in which, I must own, I thought the lady was de-
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phy for this general concurrence of digression from a road of
which the travellers themselves.say to those whom they love
best, ¢ Beware !’

“ Romance in youth is, if rightly understood, the happiest
nutriment of wisdom in after-years ; but I would never invite
any one to look upon the romance of youth as a thing .

¢ ¢To case in periods and embalm in ink.’

¢ Enfant, have you need of a publisher to create romance $
Is it not in yourself ? Do not imagine that genius requires for
its enjoyment the scratch of the pen and the types of the printer.
Do not suppose that the poet, the romancier, is most poetic, most
romantic, when he is striving, struggling, labouring, to check
the rush of his ideas, and materialize the images which visit
him as souls into such tangible likenesses of flesh and blood
that the highest compliment a reader can bestow on them is to
say that they are life-like. No: the poet’s real delight is not
in the mechanism of composing ; the best part of that delight
is in the sympathies that he has established with innumerable
modifications of life and form, and art and nature—sympathies
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“ How little a librello interprets an opera—how little we care
even to read it! It is the music that speaks to us ; and how %
—through the human voice. We do not notice how poor are
the words which the voice warbles. It is the voice itself inter-
preting the soul of the musician which enchants and enthrals
us. And you who have that voice pretend to despise the gift.
What! Despise the power of communicating delight !-- -the

wer that we authors envy ; and rarely, if ever, can we give
delight with so little alloy as the singer.

“ And when an audience disperses, can you guess what griefs
the singer may have comforted ? what hard hearts he may have
softened ! what high thoughts he may have awakened

“You say, ‘ Out on the vamped-up hypocrite ! Out on the
stage robes and painted cheeks !’

«T say, ‘ Out on the morbid spirit which so cynically regards
the mere details by which a whole effect on the minds and
hearts and souls of races and nations can be produced !’

“ There, have I scolded you sufficiently ? I should scold you
more, if I did not see in the affluence of your youth and your
intellect the cause of your restlessness.

“ Riches are always restless. It is only to poverty that the

ods give content.

“You question me about love: you ask me if I have ever
bowed to a master, ever merged my life in another’s ; expect
no answer on this from me. Circe herself could give no answer
{.o the, simplest maid, who, never having loved, asks, ¢ What is

ove } ‘

“In the history of the passions each human heart is a world

*in itself: its experience profits no others. In notwo lives does
love play the same or bequeath the same record.

“1 know not whether I am glad or sorry that the word
¢love’ now falls on my ear with a sound as slight and as faint
as the dropping of a leaf in autumn may fall on thine.

“ I volunteer but this lesson, the wisest I can give, if thou
canst understand it : as I bade thee take art into thy life, so
learn to look on life itself as an art. Thou couldst discover the
charm in Tasso ; thou couldst perceive that the requisite of all
art, that whieh pleases, is in the harmony of proportion. We
lose sight of beauty if we exaggerate the feature most beautiful.

R
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CHAPTER L

T is several weeks after the date of the last chapter ;

the lime trees in the Tuileries are clothed in green.

In a somewhat spacious apartment on the

ground-floor in the quiet locality of the Rue d’An-

jou, a man was seated, very still, and evidently

absorbed in deep thought, before a writing-table placed close
to the window.

Seen thus, there was an expression of great power both of
intellect and of character in a face which, in ordinary social
commune, might rather be noticcable for an aspect of hardy
frankness, suiting well with the clear-cut, handsome profile,
and the rich dark auburn hair, waving carelessly over one ot
those broad open foreheads which, according to an old writer,
seem the “ frontispiece of a temple dedicated to Honour.”

The forehead, indeed, was the man’s most remarkable fea-
tare. It could not but prepossess the beholder. When, in
private theatricals, he had need to alter the character of his
countenauce, he did it effectually, merely by forcing down his
hair till it reached his eyebrows. He no longer then looked
like the same man.

The person I descrihe has been already introduced to the
reader as Graham Vune. But perhaps this is the fit occasion
to enter into some such details as to his parentage and position
as may make the introduction more satisfactory and complete.

His father, the representative of a very ancient family, came
into possession, after a long minority, of what may be called a
fair squire’s estate, and about half a million in moneyed invest-
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Besides, he held notions of his own as to the wisdom of
keeping children dependent on their father. * What numbers
of young men, " said he, ““are ruined in character and in fortune
by knowing that when their father dics they are certain of the
same provision, no matter how they displease him ; and in the
meanwhile forestalling that provision by recourse to usurers!”
These .arguments might not have prevailed over the bride’s
father a year or two later, when, by the death of intervening
kinsmen, he became Duke of Alton ; but in his then circum-
stances the marriage itself was so much beyond the expectations
which the portio:ﬁess daughter of a sea-captain has the right
to form, that Mr. Vane had it all his own way, and he remained
absolute master of his whole fortune, save.of that part of his
landed estate on which his wife's jointure was settled ; and
even from this encumbrance he was very soon freed.. His wife
died in the second year of marriage, leaving an only son—
Graham. He grieved for her loss with all the passion of an
impressionable, ardent, and powerful nature. Then for a while
he souil}t distraction to his sorrow by throwing himself into
p;zblf:l ife with a devoted energy he had not previously dis-

ayed.

P His speeches served to bring his party into power, and he
yielded, though reluctantly, to the unanimous demand of that
party that he should accept one of the highest offices in the new
Cabinet. He acquitted himself well as an administrator, but
declared, no d‘:ﬂ)t honestly, that he felt like Sinbad released
from the old man on his back, when, a year or two afterward,
he went out of office with his party. No persuasions could in-
duce him to come in again ; nor did he ever again take a very
active part in debate. “No,” said he, “I was born to the
freedom of a private gentleman— intolerable to me is the
thraldom of a public servant. But I will bring up my son so
that he may acquit the debt which 1 decline to pay to my coun-
try.” There he kept his word. Graham had been carefully
educated for public life, the ambition for it dinned into his ear
from childhood. In his school vacations his father made him
learn and declaim chosen specimens of masculine oratory ;
:ﬁlged an eminent actor to give him lessons in elocution ;

e him frequent theatres, and study there the effect which.
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retain that remnant of the hereditary estate which you are so
loth to part with. But how ? by mortgaging it to an extent
that will scarcely leave you £50 a year net from the rents.
This is not all. Your mind will then be distracted from the
large object of a career to the small object of retaining a few
family acres; you will be constantly hampered by private
anxieties and fears: you could do nothing for the bencfit of
those around you—could not repair a farm-house for a better
class of tenant—could not rebuild a labourer’s dilapidated cot-
tafe- Give up an idea that might be very well for a man whose -
sole ambition was to remain a squire, however beggarly—
launch yourself into the larger world of metropolitan life with
energies wholly unshackled, a mind wholly undisturbed, and
secure of an income which, however mcdest, is equal to that of
most young men who enter that world as your equals.”

Graham was convinced, and yielded, though with a bitter
pang. It is hard for & man whose fathers have lived on the
soil to give up all trace of their whereabouts. But none saw in
him any morbid consciousness of change of fortune, when a year
after his father's death, he reassumed his place in society. If
before courted for his expectations, he was still courted for
himself ; by many of the great who had loved his father, per-
haps even courted more.

He resigned the diplomatic career, not merely because the
rise in that profession is slow, and in the intermediate steps
the chances of distinction are slight and few, but more because
he desired to cast his lot in the home country, and regarded
the courts of other lands as exile. :

It was not true, however, as Lemercier had stated on report,
that he lived on his pen. Curbing all his old extravagant
tastes, £500 a year amply supplied his wants. But he h:ﬁ by
his pen gained distinction, and created great belief in his abili-
ties for a public career. He had written critical articles, read
with much praise, in periodicals of authority, and had published
one or two essays on political questions, which had created yet
more sensation. It was the graver literature, connected more or
less with his ultimate object of a public career, in which he had
thus evinced his talents of composition. Such writings were
not of a nature to bring him much money, but they gave him






POOK IL THE PARISIANS. 75

And now a new change in his life befell him. Lady Janet
died of a fever contracted in her habitual rounds of charity
among the houses of the poor. She had been to him as the
most tender mother, and a lovelier soul than hers never alighted
on the earth. His grief was intense ; but what was her hus-
band’s 9—one of those griefs that kill.

To the side of Richard King his Janet had been as the
ﬁnardian angel. His love for her was almost worship—with

er, every object in a life hitherto so active and useful seemed
gone. He evinced no noisy passion of sorrow. He shut him-
self up, and refused to see even Graham. DBut after some
weeks had passed, he admitted the clergyman in whom, on
spiritnal matters, he habitually confided, and seemed consoled
by the visits ; he then sent for his lawyer, and mde his will ;
after which he allowed Graham to call on him daily, on the
condition that there should be no reference to his loss. He
spoke to the young man on other subjects, rather drawing him
out about himself, sounding his opinion on various grave mat-
ters, watching his face while he questioned, as if seeking to
dive intv his heart, and sometimes pathetically sinking into si-
lence, broken but by sighs. So it went on for a few more
weeks ; then he took the advice of his physician to seek change
of air and scene. He went away alone, without even a ser-
vant, not leaving word where he had gone.  After alittle while
he returned, more ailing, more broken than before. One morn-
ing he was found insensible—stricken by paralysis. He re-
ﬁtined consciousness, and even for some days rallied strength.

¢ might have recovered, but he seemed as if he tacitly refused
to live. He expired at last, peacefully, in Graham'’s arms.

At the opening of his will, it was found that he had left
Graham his sole heir and executor. Deducting government
duties, legacies to servants, and donations to public charities,
the sum thus bequeathed to his lost wife’s nephew was two
hundred and twenty thousaud pounds.

With such a fortune, opening indeed was made for an am-
bition so long obstructed. But Graham affected no change in
his mode of life ; he still retained his modest bachelor’s apart-
ments—engaged no servants—bought no horses—in no way
exceeded the income he had possessed before. 1lle seemed, in
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deep thought. He takes up a letter which he had alrealdy
glanced over hastily, and re-peruses it with more care.

The letter is from his cousin, the Duke of Alton, who had
succeeded a few years since to the family honours—an able
man, with no small degree of information, an ardent politician,
but of very rational and temperate opinion ; too much occupied
by the cares of a princely estate to covet office for himself ;
tuo sincere a patriot not to desire office for those to whose
hands he thought the country might be most safely.intrusted
—anhintimate friend of Graham's. The contents of the letter
a1e these :

“ MY DEAR GRAHAM,—I trust that you will welcome the
brilliant opening into public life which these lines are intended
to announce to you. Vavasour has just been with me to say
that he intends to resign his seat for the county when Parlia-
ment meets, and agreeing with me that there is no one so fit
to succeed him as yourself, he suggests the kecping his inten-
tion secret until you have arranged your commitee and are pre-
pared to take the field. -You cannot hope to escape a contest ;
but I have examined thé Register, and the party has gained
rather than lost since the last election, when Vavasour was so
triumphantly returned.

“ The expenses for this county, where there are so many
out-voters to bring up, and so many agents to rctain, are al-
ways large in comparison with some other counties; but that
consideration is all in your favour, for it deters Squire Hunston,
the only man who conld beat you, from starting ; and to your
resources a thousand pounds more or less are a trifle not worth
discussing. You know how difficult it is nowadays to find a
seat for a man of moderate opinions like yours and mine. Our
county would exactly suit you. The constituency is so evenly
divided between the urban and rural populations, that its
representative must fairly consult the interests of both. e
can be neither an ultra-Tory nor a violent Radical. He is left
to the enviable freedom, to which you say you aspire, of con-
sidering what is best for the country as a whole.

“Do not lose so rare an opportunity. There is but one
drawback to your triumphant candidature. It will be said you
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Graham hurried the letter into his portfolio, and said, % You
mean the person to whom I am always at home ?”

“ The same, monsieur.”

¢ Admit him, of course.”

There entered a wonderfully thin man; middle-aged, clothed
in black, his face cleanly shaven, his hair cut very short, with
one of those faces which, to use a French expression, say
“nothing.” It was absolutely without expression—it had not,
even despite its thinness, one salient feature. If you had
found yourself anywhere seated next te that man, your eye
would have passed him over as too insignificant to notice ; if
at a café, you would have gone on talking to your friend with-
out lowering your voice. What mattered it whether a béfe
like that overheard ornot? Had you been asked to guess his
calling and station, you might have said, minutely observing
the freshness of his clothes, and the undeniable respectability
of his lout ensemble, “ He must be well off, and with no care for
customers on his mind—a ci-devant chandler who has retired
on a legacy.”

Graham rose at the entrance of his visitor, motioned him
courteously to a seat beside him, and waiting till the laguais had
vanished, then asked, ¢ What news 1”

‘“ None, I fear, that will satisfy monsieur. I have certainly
hunted out, since I had last the honour to see you, no less than
four ladies of the name of Duval, but only one of them took
that name from her parents, and was also christened Louise.”

** Ah—Louise.”

“ Yes, the daughter of a perfumer, aged twenty-eight. She,
therefore, is not the Louise you seek. Permit me to refer
to your instructions.” Here M. Renard took out a note-book.
turned over the leaves, and resumed—* Wanted, Louise Duval,
daughter of Auguste Duval, a French drawing-master, who
lived for many years at Tours, removed to Paris in 1845, lived
at No. 12 Rue de 8—— at Paris for some years, but afterward
moved to a different quartier of the town, and died 184R, in
Rue L——, No. 39. Shortly after his death, his dav_‘iter
Louise left that lodging, and could not be traced. In 1849
official documents reporting her death were forwarded from
Munich to a person (a friend of yours, monsieur). D-ath,
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of course, taken for granted ; but nearly five years afterward,
this very persun encountercd the said Louise Duval at Aix-la-
Chapelle, and never heard nor saw more of her. JDemande
submitted, to find out said Louise Duval or any children of
hers born in 1848-9 ; supposed in 1852-3 to have ome child, .
a girl, between four and five years old. Is that right, mon-
sieur 1”

“ Quite right.” .

¢ And this is the whole information given to me. Monsieur
on giving it asked me if I thought it desirable that he should
commence inquiries at Aix-la-Chapelle, where Louise Duval was
last seen by the person interested to discover her. I refly,
No ;—pains thrown away.  Aix-la-Chapelle is not a place
where any Frenchwoman not settled there by marriage would
remain. Nor does it scem probable that the said Duval would
venture to select for her residence Munich, a city in which she
had contrived to vbtain certificates of her death. A Frenchwo-
man who has once known Panis always wants to get back toit,
especially, monsieur, if she has the beauty you assign to this
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him right, that it is for the pecuniary interest of Madume
or Mademoiselle Duval, daughter ot Auguste Duval, artiste en
dessin, to come forward. Monsieur objects to that §” .

“1 object to it extremely : as T have told you, this is a
strictly confidential inquiry, and an advertisement, which in all
likelihood would be practically useless (it proved to be so in a
former inquiry), would not be resorted to unless all else failed,
and even then with reluctance.”

“Quite so. Accordingly, monsieur delegates to me, who have
been recommended to him as the best person he can employ
in that department of our police which is not connected with
crime or political surveillunce, a task the mfust difficult. I have,
through strictly private investigations, to discover the address
and prove the identity of a lady bearing a name among the
most common in France, and of whom nothing has been heard
for fifteen years, and then at so migratory an endroif as Aix-la-
Chapelle.  You will not or cannot inform me if since that
time the lady has changed her name by marriage 1"

I have nu reason to think that she has: and there are rea-
sons against the supposition that she married after 1849.”

“ Permit me to observe that the more details of information
monsieur can give me, the easier my task of research will be.”

I have given you all the details I can, and, aware of the
difficulty of tracing a person with a name so much the reverse
of singular, I adopted your advice in our first interview, of
asking some Parisian friend of mine, with a large acquaintance
in the miscellaneous societies of your capital, to inform me of
any ladies of that name whom he.might chance to encounter ;
and he; like you, has lighted upon onc or two who, alas!
resemble the right one in name, and nothing more.”

“ You will do wisely tc¢ keep him on the watch as well as
myself. If it were but a murderess or a political incendiary,
then you might trust exclusively to the enlightenment of our
corps, but this seems an affair of sentiment, monsieur.  Senti-
‘ment is not in our way. Seek the tiace of that in the haunts
of pleasure.”

M. Renard, having thuoe poetically delivered himself of that
philosophical dogma, rose to depart.
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his judgment. The avoué received Alain with a kind of forced
civility, in which the natural intelligence of the Marquis,
despite his inexperience of life, discovered embarrassment.

¢ Monsieur le Marquis,” said Gandrin, fidgeting among the
papers on his burcau, “ this is a very complicated business. 1
have given not only mYy best attention to it, but to your general
interests. To be plain, your estate, though a fine one, is fear-
fally encumbered—fearfully— frightfully.”

¢« Sir,” said the Marquis, haughtily, ¢ that is a fact which
was never disguised from you.”

“I do not say that it was, Marquis ; but I scarcely realized
the amount of the liabilities nor the nature of the property. It
will be difficult—nay, I fear, impossible—to find any capitalist
to advance a sum that will cover the mortgages at an interest
less than you now pay.  As for a company to take the whole
trouble off your hands, clear off the mortgages, manage the for-
ests, develop the fisheries, guarantee you an adequate income,
and at the end of twenty-one years or so render up to you
or your heirs the free enjoyment of an estate thus improved,
we must dismiss that prospect as a wild dream of my good
friend M. Hébert’s. People in the provinces do dream; in
Paris everybody is wide awake.”

** Mounsieur,” said the Marquis, with that inborn impertifiha-
ble loftiness of sang froid which has always in advesse circum-
stances characterized the French noblesse, * be kind enough to
restore my papers. I see that you are not the man for me.
Allow me only to thank you, and inquire the amount of my
debt for the trouble I have given.”

“ Perhaps you are quite justified in thinking I am not the
man for you, Monsieur le Marquis ; and your papers shall, if you
decide on dismissing me, be returned to you this evening. But
as to my accepting remuneration where 1 have rendered no
service, I request M. le Marquis to put that out of the question.
Considering myself, then, no longer your avoué, do not think 1
take too great a liberty in volunteering my counsel as a friend -
or a friend at least to M. Hébert, if you do not vouchsaie my
right so to address yourself.”

M. Gandrin spoke with a certain dignity of voice and man-
" ner which teuched and softened his listener.
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The Marquis hesitated, but the thought of the sharp and
seemingly hopeless struggle for the retention of his ancestral
home to which he would be doomed if he returned from Paris
unsuccessful in his errand overmastered his pride. He felt as if
that self-conquest was a duty he owed to the very tombs of his
fathers. “I ought not to shrink from the face of a creditor,”
said he, smiling somewhat sadly, “and I accept the proposal
you 8o graciously make.”

“You do well, Marquis, and T will write at once to Louvier
to ask him to give me his first disengaged day.”

The Marquis had no sooner quitted the house than M. Gan-
drin opened a door at the side of his office, and a large portly
man strode into the room—stride it was rather than step—firm,
self-assured, arrogant, masterful.

“Well, pion ami,” said this man, taking his stand at the
hearth, as a king might take his stand in the hall of his vassal
—and what says our petit muscadin 7"

“ He is neither petit nor muscadin, Monsieur Louvier,” replied
Gandrin, peevishly ; “ and he will task your powers to get him
thoroughly into your net. But I have persuaded him to meet
you here.- What day can you dine withme ? I had better ask
no one else.” :

“ To-morrow I dine with my friend , to meet the chiefs
of the Opposition,” said Monsieur Louvier, with a sort of care-
less rollicking pomposity ; * Thursday with Periera ; Saturday
I entertain at home. Say Friday. Your hour $”

“ Seven.”

“Good ! Show me those Rochebriant papers again ; there
is something I had forgotten to note. Never mind me. Go or.
with your work as if I were not here.”

Louvier took up the papers, seated himself in an arm-chair
by the fire-place, stretched out his legs, and read at his ease, but
with a very rapid eye, as a practical lawyer skims through the
technical forms of a case to fasten upon the marrow of it.

“ Ah! as I thought. The farms could not pay cven the in-
terest on my present mortgage ; the forests come in for that.
1f a contractor for the yearly sale of the woods was bankruj.t
and did not pay, how could I gat my interest? Answer me
that, Gandrin.”
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¢ Certainly you must run the risk of that chance.”

“Of course the chance oceurs, and then I foreclose*—I seize
—TRochebriant and its seigueuries are mine.”

As ne spoke he laughed, not sardonically—a jovial langh—
and opened wide, to reshut as in a vice, the strong iron hand
which had doubtless closed over many a man’s all.

“Thanks. On Friday, seven o’clock.” He tossed the papers
back on the bureau, nodded a royal nod, and strode forth im
periously as he had strided in.

CHAPTER IIL

0

J X EANWHILE the young Marquis pursued his way

¥l thoughtfully through the streets, and entered the
Champs Elysées. Since we first, nay, since we last

g5
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Alain felt himself change countenance at this conjecture, and
replied, coldly, “I think not ; T have got to the end of my walk,
and shall turn back to Paris.” Addressing himself to the Eng-
lishman, he said, with formal politeness, “ 1 regret not to have
found you at home when I called some weeks ago, and no less
80 to have been out when you had the complaisance to return
my visit.”

“ At all events,” replied the Englishman,  let me not lose the
opportunity of improving our acquaintance which now offers.
It is true that our friend Lemercier, catching sight of me in the
Rue de Riveli, stopped his coupé and carried me off for a prom-
enade in the Bois. The fineness of the day tempted us to get
out of his carriage as the Bois came in sight. But if yon are
going back to Paris, I relinquish the Bois, and offer myself as
your companion.”

Frederic (the name is so familiarly English that the reader
might think me pedantic did I accentuate it as French) looked
from one to the other of his two friends, half amused and half

“And am I to be left alone to achieve a ::onquest, in which,
if I succeed, I shall change into hate and envy the affection of
my two best friends 1—Be it so.

¢ ¢ Un véritable amant ne connait point d’amis.’

“JT do not comprehend your meaning,” said the Marquis,
with a compressed lip and a slight frown.

“Bah!” cried Frederic; “come, franc jeu—cards on the
table—M. Grarm-Varn was going into the Bois at my sugges-
tion on the chance of having another look at the pearl-coloured
angel ; and you, Rochebriant, can’t deny that you were going
into the Bois for the same object.”

“ One may pardon an enfant lerrible,” said the Englishman,
laughing, “but an ami ferrible should be sent to the galleys.
Come, Marquis, let us walk back and submit to our fate. Even
were the lady once more visible, we have no chance of being
observed by the side of a Lovelace so accomplished and so au-
dacious !”

* Adieu, then, recreants—I go alone. Victory or death.”
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The Parisian beckoned his coachman, entered his carriage,
and, with a mocking grimace, kissed his hand to the com-
panions thus deserting or deserted.

Rochebriant touched the Englishman’s arm, and said, Do
you think that Lemercier could be impertinent enough to accost
that lgdy %"

“In the first place,” returned the Englishman, “ Lemercier
himself tells me that the lady has for several weeks relinquished
her walks in the Bois, and the probability is, therefore, that he
will not have the opportunity to accost her. In the next placy,
it appears that when she did take her solitary walk she did not
stray far from her carriage, and was in reach of the protection
of her laquais and coachman. But to speak honestly, do you,
who know Lemercier better than I, take him to be a man who
would commit an impertinence to a woman unless there were
viveurs of his own sex to see him do it ¢”

Alain smiled. * No. Frederic’s real nature is an admirable
one, and if he ever do anything that he ought to be ashamed
of, 'twill be from the pride of showing how gnely he can do it.
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to such devotion than allowing the heart to be blown hither
and thither at‘every breeze of mere fancy, and dreaming our-
selves into love with some fair creatnre whom we never could
marry consistently with the career we have set before our am-
bition. I could not marry an actress—neither, I presume,
could the Marquis de Rochebriant ; and the thought of a court-
ship which excluded the idea of marriage, to a young orphan of
name unblemished—of virtue unsuspected—would certainly not
be compatible with ¢ devotion to noble objects.’”

Alain involuntarily bowed his head in assent to the proposi-
tion, and, it may be, in submission to an implied rebuke. The
two men walked in silence for some minutes, and Graham first
spoke, changing altogether the subject of conversation.

““ Lemercier tells me you decline going much into this world
of Paris—the capital of capitals—which appears so irresistibly
attractive to us foreigners.” i

““ Possibly ; but to borrow your words, I have the business

“ of life before me.”

“ Business is a good safeguard against the temptation to ex-
cess in pleasure, in which Paris abounds. But there is no busi-
ness which does not admit of some holiday, and all business
necessitates commerce with mankind. Apropes, I was the
other evening at the Duchess de Tarascon’s—a brilliant as-
sembly, filled with ministers, senators, and courtiers. I heard
your name mentioned.”

“ Mine?”

“ Yes ; Duplessis, the rising financier—who, rather to my
surprise, was not only present among these official and decorated
celebrities, but apparently quite at home among them—asked
the Ducliess if she had not seen you since your arrival at Paris.
She replied, ¢ No; that though you were among her ncarest
connections, you had not called on hLer ;’ and bade Duplessis
tell you that you we:e a monstre for not doing so. Whether or
not Duplessis will take that liberty, I know not ; but you must
pardon me if I do. She is a very charming woman, full of
talent ; and that stream of the world which reflects the stars,
with all their mythical influences on fortune, flows through her
salons.”

“] am not born under those stars. I am a Legitimist.”
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“I did not forget your political creed ; but in England the
leaders of Opposition attend the salons of the Prime Minister.
A man is not supposed to compromise his opinions because he
exchanges social courtesies with those to whom his opinions
are hostile. Pray excuse me if I am indiscreet—I speak as a
traveller who asks for information—but do Legitimists really
helieve that they best serve their cause by declining any mode
of competing with its opponents? Would there not be a fairer
chance for the ultimate victory of their principles if they made
their talents and energies individually prominent—if they were
known as skilful generals, practical statesman, eminent diplo-
matists, brilliaut writers 7 Could they combine—not to sulk
and exclude themselveg from the great battle-field of the world,
but in their several ways to render themselves of such use
to their country that some day or other, in one of those revolu-
tionary crises to which France, alas ! must long be subjected,
they would find themselves able to turn the scale of undecided
councils and conflicting jealousies.”

“ Monsieur, we hope for the day when the Divine Disposer
of events will strike into the hearts of our fickle and erring
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¢ans. The Emperor was then President of the Republie, in a
very doubtful-and dangerous position. France seemed on th.
verge of another convulsion. A certain distinguished politician
recommended the Count de Chambord to hold himself ready
to enter at once as a candidate for the throne. And the Count,
with a benignant smile on his handsome face, answered, ¢ All
wrecks come to the shore—the shore does not go to the wrecks.'”

* Beautifully said !” exclaimed the Marquis.

“Not if Le beau est toujours le vrai. My father, no inexperi
enced nor unwise politician, in repeating the royal words, re-
marked : ¢ The fallacy of the Count’s argument is in its meta-
phor. A man is not a shore. Do you not think that the seamen
on board the wrecks would be more grateful to him who did nct
complacently compare himself to a shore, but considered him-
self a human being like themselves, and risked his own life i
a boat, even though it were a cockle-shell, in the chance of sav
ing theirs ¥'”

Alain de Rochebriant was a brave man, with that intense
sentiment of patriotism which characterizes Frenchmen of
every rank and persuasion, unless they belong to the Interna
tionalists ; and without pausing to consider, he cried, * Your
father was right.”

The Englishman resumed : ¢ Need I say, my dear Marquis,
that I am not a Legitimist? I am not an Imperialist, neither
am 1 anOrleanist nor a Republican. Between all those politi-
cal divisions it is for Frenchmen to make their choice, and fur
Englishmen to accept for France that government which France
has established. I view things here as a simple observer. But
it strikes me that, if I were a Frenchman in your position, ]
should think myself unworthy my ancestors if I consented to
Le an insignificant looker-on.”

““ You are not in my position,” said the Marquis, half mourn-
fully, half haughtily, “and you can scarce judge of it even in
imagination.”

“1 need not much task my imagination ; I judge it by anal
ogy. I was very much in your position when I entered upo
what I venture to call my career ; and it is the curious similarity
between us in circumstances that made me wish for your friend
ship when that similarity was made known to me by Lemercier,
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“Is that stout bourgeois in the carriage Louvier—my mort--
gagee, Louvier 3”

*“ Your mortgagee, my dear Marquis ? Well, he is rich enough
to be a very lenient one upon pay-day.”

“ Hein /—I doubt his leniency,” said Alain. “I have promised
my avoué to meet him gt dinner. Do you think I did wrong}”

. Wrong ? of course not; he is likely to overwhelm you
with civilities. Pray don’t refuse if he gives you an invitation
to his soirée next Saturday—I am going to it. One meets there
the notabilities most interesting to st,ncgly—-artist.s, authors, poli-
ticians, especially those who call themselves Republicans. He
and the Prince agree in one thing—viz., the cordial recep.ion
they give to the men who would destroy the state of things
upon which Prince and financier both thrive. Hillo! here
ocomes Lemercier ou his return from the Bois.”

Lemercier's coupé stopped heside the foot-path. ‘¢ What
tidings of the Belle Inconnue 7” asked the Englishman.

““None ! she was not there. But I am rewarded—such an
adventure—a dame of the haute volée—1I believe she is a duchess.
She was walking with a lap dog, a pure Pomeranian. A strange
poodle flew at the Pomeranian. I drove off the poodle, rescued
the Pomeranian, received the most gracious thanks, the sweetcst
smile ; femme superbe, middle-aged. I prefer women of forty.
Au revoir, I am due at the club.”

Alain felt a sensation of relief that Lemercier had not seen
the lady in the pearl-coloured dress, and quitted the English-
man with a lightened heart.

' CHAPTER 1IV.
“ gEICCOLA, piecola | com’ @ cortese / another invitation from

M. Louvier for next Saturday—convers izione.”  This
was said in Italian by an elderly lady bursting
noisily into the room—elderly, yet with a youthful expression
of face, owing perhaps to a pair of very vivacious black eyes.
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genial in the intercourse of private life.  Certainly, observing
this girl as she now bends over the flowers, it would be difficult
to believe her to be the Isaura Cicogna whose letters to

- Madame de Grantmesnil exhibit the doubts and struggles of an
unquiet, discontented, aspiring mind. Only in one or two
passages in those letters would you have guessed at the writer
in the girl as we now see her.

It is in those passages where she expresses her love of
harmony, and her repugnance to contest—those were charac-
teristics you might have read in her face.

Certainly the girl is very lovely—what long dark eyelashes,
what soft, tender, dark blue eyes —now that she locks up and
smiles, what a bewitching smile it is !—by what sudden play
of rippling dingles the smile is enlivened and redoubled ! Do
you notice one feature? in very showy beauties it is seldom
noticed ; but I, being in my way a physiognomist, consider that
it is always worth heeding as an index of character. It is the
ear. Remark how delicately it is formed in her—none of that
heaviness of lobe which is a sure sign of sluggish intellect and
coarse perception. Hers is the artist’s ear.  Note next those
hands—how beautifully shaped ! small, but not doll-like hands
—ready and nimble, firin and nervous hands, that could work
for a helpmate. By no means very white, still less red, but
somewhat embrowned as by the sun, such as you see in girls
reared in southern climates, and in her perhaps betokening an
impulsive character which had not accustomel itself, when at
sport in the open air, to the thraldom of gloves—very impulsive
people, even 1n cold climates, seldom do.

In conveying to us by a few bold strokes an idea of the sen-
sitive, quick-moved, warm-blooded tenry IL, the most impres-
sive of the Plantagenets, his contemporary chronicler tells us
that rather than imprison those active hands of his even in
hawking-gloves, he would suffer his falcon to fix its sharp claws
into his wrist. No doubt there is a diffcrence as to what is
befitting between a burly bellicose creature like Henry II. and
a delicate young lady like Isaura Cicogna; and one would nog
wish to see those dainty wrists of hers seamed and scarred by
a falcon’s claws.  But a girl may not be less exquisitely femi-
nine for slight heed of artificial prettinesses. Isaura had no

a
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need of pdle bloodless hands to seer one of Nature’s highest
grade of gentlewomen even to the most fastidious eyes. About
her there was a charm apart from her mere beauty, and often
disturbed instead of heightened by her mere intellect ; it con- -
sisted in a combination of exquisite artistic refincment, and of a
generosity of character by which refinement was animated into
vigour and warmth.

The room, which was devoted exclusively to Isaura, had in
it much that spoke of the occupant. That room, when first
taken furnished, had a good deal of the comfortless showiness
which belongs to ordinary furnished apartments in France, espe-
cially in the Parisian suburbs, chiefly let for the summer—thin
limp muslin curtains that decline to draw, stiff mahogany chairs
covered with yellow Utrecht velvet, a tall secrélaire in a dark
corner, an oval buhl table set in tawdry ormolu, islanded
in the centre of a poor but gaudy Scotch carpet, and
but one other table of dull walnut-wood standing clothless
before a sofa to match the chairs ; the eternal ormolu clock
flanked by the two eternal ormolu candelabra on the dreary
mantel-picce.  Some of this garniture had been removed, others
softened into cheeriness and comfort.  The room somehow or
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This last sort of neatness belonged to Isa.ﬁra, and brought to
mind The well known line of Catullus, when, on recrossing his

threshold, he invokes its welcome—a line thus not inelegantly
-translated by Leigh Hunt—

¢ Smile every dimple on the cheek of Home.”

I entreat the reader’s pardon for this long descriptive digres
sion; but Isaura is one of those characters which are called
many-sided, and therefore not very easy to comprehend. She

ives us one side of her character in her correspondence with
ﬂadame de Grantmesnil, and another side of it in her own home
with her Italian companion— half nurse, half chaperon.

“ Monsieur Louvier is indeed very courteous,” said Isaura,
look‘;l:i up from the flowers with the dimpled smile we have
noti ¢ But I think, madre, that we should do well to stay
at home on Saturday—not peacefully, for I owe you your
revenge at euchre.”

“ You can’t mean it, Piccola/” exclaimed the signora in evi-
dent consternation. “ Stay at homel—why stay at home %
Euchre is very well when there is nothing else to do ; but change
is pleasant—Ie bon Dieu likes it—

¢ Ne caldo ne gelo
Rosts mai in cielo,’

And such beautiful ices one gets at M. Louvier's. Did you
taste the Pistachio ice ? What fine rooms, and so well lit up !
—I adore light. And the ladies so beautifully dressed—one
sees the fashious. Stay at home |—play at euchre indeed ! Lic-
cola, g:u cannot be so cruel to yourselt — you are young.”

t, dear madre, just consider—we are invited because we
are considered professional singers ; your reputation as such is
of courso established—mine is not ; but I shall be asked to sing
as I was asked before ; and you know Dr. C forbids me to
do 80 except to a very small audience; and it is so ungracious
always to say ¢ No ;' and besides, did you not yourself say, when
we came away last time from M. Louvier's, that it was very
dull—that you knew nobody—and that the ladies had such
superb toilets that you felt mortiticd—and—" *
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“ Zitlo ! zitto ! you talk idly, Piccola—rvery idly. I was mor-
tified then in my old black Lyons silk ; but have I not bought
since then my beautiful Greek jacket—scarlet and gold-lace §
and why should I buy it if I am not to show it 1”

“ But, dear madre, the jacket is certainly very handsome, and
will make an effect in a little dinner at the Savarins’, or Mrs.
Morley’s.  But in a great formal reception like M. Louvier's
will it not look—"

« Splendid ! interrupted the signora.

“ But singolure.” .

“ So much the better ; did not that great English lady wear
such a jacket, and did not every one admire her—pit losto invi-
dia che compnssione 7"

Isaura sighed.  Now the jacket of the signora was a subject
of disquietude to her friend. It so happened that a young Eng-
lish lady of the highest rank and the rarest beauty had
appeared at M. Louvier's, and indeed generally in the beas
monde of Paris, in a Greek jacket that became her very much.
That jacket had fascinated, at M. Louviel":?, the eyes of the
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lizing the coupé, she became absolute mistress of the sitnation.
She went to no fashionable couturitre. She went to a magasin
that she had seen advertised in the Petites A4 ffiches as supplying
superb costumes for fancy balls and amateur performers in pri-
vate theatricals. Shereturned home triumphant, with a jacket
still more dazzling to the eye than that of the English lady.

‘When Isaura first beheld it, she drew back in a sort of su-
perstitious terror, as of a comet or other blazing portent.

« Cosa stupcnda /"—(stupendous thing!) She might well be
dismayed when the signora proposed to appear thus attired in
M. Louvier's salon. hat might be admired as coquetry of
dress in a young beauty of rank so great that even a vulgarity
in her would be called dislingué. was certainly an audacious
challenge of ridicule in the elderly ci-devant music-teacher.

Andiow could Isaura, how can any one of common humanity,
say to a woman resolved upon wearing a certain dress, ¢ You
are not young and handsome enough for that” Isaura could
only murmur, * For many reasons I would rather stay at home,
dear madre.”

“ Ah ! T see you are ashamed of me,” said the signora, in
softened tones: “very natural. When the nightingale sings
no more, she is only an ugly brown bird : ” and therewith the
Signora Venosta seated herself submissively, and began to cry.

On this Isaura sprang up, wound her arms round the signora’s
neck, soothed her with coaxing, kissed and petted her, and
ended by saying, “ Of course we will go ;” antf, “But let me
choose you another dress —a dark green velvet trimmed with
blonde—blonde becomes you so well.”

“No, no—I hate green velvet ; anybody can wear that. Dic-
cgla, I am not clever like thee ; I cannot amuse myself like
thee withbooks. I am in a foreign land. I have a poor head,
but I have a big heart” (another burst of tears); ‘““and that
big heart is set on my beautiful Greek jacket.”

“ Dearest madre,” said Isaura, half wee{)ing too, “forgive me;
you are right. The Greek jacket is splendid: I shall be so
pleased to see you wear it. Poor madre / so pleased to think
that in the foreign land you are not without something that

pleases you.
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his waistcoat—it was so manly a renunciation of the fashions
which a man so répandu in all circles might be supposed to fol-
low—as if he were both ioo great and too much in earnest for
such frivolities. He was evicglently a sincere bon vivant, and M.
Gandrin had no less evidently taken all requisite pains to gra-
stify his taste. The Montrachet served with the oysters was of
precious vintage. The vin de madére which accompanied the
polage & la bisque would have contented an American. And
how radiant became Louvier's face when among the entrées he
came upon lailances de carpes! “ The best thingin the world,”
he cried, “and one gets it so seldom since the old Rocher de
Cancale has lost its rerown. At private housés, what does.one
get now 1— blanc de poulet —flavourless trash. Afterall, Gandrin,
when we lose the love-letters, it is some consolation that laitan-
ces de carpes and sautés de foie gras are still left to fill up the void
in our hearts. Marquis, heed my counsel ; cultivate betimes
the taste for the table; that and whist are the sole resources of
declining years. You never met my old fritnd Talleyrand—
ah, no! %xe was long before your time. He cultivated both, but
he made two mistakes. No man’s intellect is perfect on all
sides. He confined himself to one meal a day, and he never
learned to play well at whist. Avoid his errors, my young
friend—avoid them. Gandrin, I guess this pine-apple is Eng-
lish—it is superb.”

“ You are right—a present from the Marquis of H——."

“ Ah! instead of a fee, I wager. The Marquis gives nothing
for nothing, dear man! Droll people the English. You have
never visited England, I presume, cker Rochebriant $”

The affable financier had already made vast progress in fami-
liarity with his silent fellow-guest.

When the dinner was over and the three men had re-entered
the salon for coffee and liqueurs, Gandrin left Louvier and Alain
alone, saying he was going to his cabinet for cigars which he
could recommend. Then Louvier, lightly patting the Marquis
on the shoulder, said, with what the French call effusion— My
dear Rochebriant, your father and I did not quite understand
each other. He took a tone of grand seiyneur that sometimes
wounded me ; and I in turn was perhaps too rude in assertin
my rights—as creditor, shall I say %—no, as fellow-citizen ; an
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them on our knees when they take our money, and ”—here
Louvier's face darkened—* seduce our women.” -

* Monsieur Louvier, in all France I do not know a greater
aristocrat than yourself.”

Idon't know whether M. Gandrin meant that speech as a
compliment, but M. Louvier took it as such—laughed compla-
cently and rubbed his hands. Ay, ay, millivnnaires are
the real aristocrats, for they have power, as my beau Marquis
will soon find. I must bid you good-night. Of course Ishall
see Madame Gandriu and yourself to-morrow. Prepare for a
motley gathering—Ilots of democrats and foreigners, with artists
aud autﬁ?)rs, and such creatures.”

¢ Is that the reason why you did not invite the Marquis 1"

# To be sure ; I would not shock so pure a Legitimist by con-
tact with the sons of the people, and make him still colder to
myself. No ; when he comes to my house he shall meet lions
and viveurs of the haul ton, who will play into my hands by
teaching him how to ruin himself in the quigkest manner and
in the genre Louis XV. Bonsoir, mon vieuz."

CHAPTER VL

i HE next night Graham in vain looked round for Alain in
M. Louvier’s salons, and missed his high-bred mien and
melancholy countenance. M. Louvier had been for

four years a childless widower, but his receptions were not
the less numerously attended, nor his establishment less
magnificently monté for the absence of a presiding lady : very
much the contrary ; it was noticeable how much he had in-
creased his status and prestige as a social personage since the
death of his unlamented spouse. :

To say truth, she had been rather a heavy drag on his tri-
umphal car. She had been the heiress of a man who had
amassed a great deal of money ; not in the higher walks of
commerce, but in a retail trade,
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Louvier himself was the son of arich money-lender ; he had
entered life with an ample fortune and an intense desire to be
admitted into those more brilliant circles in which fortune can
be dissipated with éclut. He might not have attained this ob-
ject but for the friendly countenance of a young noble who
was then

¢ The glass of fashion and the mould of form.”

But this young noble, of whom later we shall hear more, came
suddenly to grief ; and when the money-lender’s son lost that
potent protector, the dandies, previously so civil, showed him
a very cold shoulder.

Louvier then became an ardent democrat, and recruited the
fortune he had impaired by the aforesaid marriage, launched
into colossal speculations, and became enormously rich. His
aspirations for social rank now revived, but his wife sadly in-
terfered with them. She was thrifty by nature ; sympathized
little with her husband’s genius for accumulation ; always said
he would end in a hospital ; hated Republicans ; despised
authors and artists ; and by the ladies of the beau monde was
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and what for ¥ Miles of florid fagades, staring and glaring at one
with goggle-eyed pitiless windows. House-rents trebled ; and
~ the consciousness that, if you venture to grumble, under-

ground railways, like concea?;d volcanoes, can burst forth on
you at any moment with an eruption of bayonets and muskets.
This maudit empire seeks to keep its hold on France much as a
grand seigneur secks to enchain a nymph of the ballet, tricks
her out in finery and baubles, and ensures her infidelity the
moment he fails to satisfy her whims.”

“ Vicomte,” answered Graham, ¢ I have had the honour to
know you since I was a small boy at a preparatory school home
for the holidays, and you were a guest at my father’s country-
house. You were then féé as one of the most promising writ-
ers among the young men of the day, especially favoured by
the priuces of the reigning family. I shall never forget the im-

ression made on me by your brilliant appearance and your no
ess brilliant wlk.”

“Ah! ces beaux jours! ce bon Louis Philippe, ce cher petit
Joinville,” sighed the Vicomte.

“ But at that day youcompared le bon Louis Philippe to Robert
Macaire. You described all his sons, including, no doubt, ce
cher petit Joinville, in terms of resentful contempt, as so many
plausible gamins whom Robert Macaire was training-to cheat
the public in the interest of the family firm. I remember my
father saying to you in answer, ‘No royal house in Europe
has more sought to develop the literature of an epoch, and
to signalize its representatives by social respect and official hon-
ours, than that of the Orleans dynasty. You, M. de Dréz¢, do but
imitate your elders in seeking to destroy the dynasty under
which you flourish ; should you succeed, you hommes de piume
will be the first sufferers and the loudest complainers.”

*“ Cher Monsieur Vane,” said the Vicomte, smiling compla-
cently,  your father did me great honour in classing me with
Victor Hugo, Alexandre Dumas, Emile de Girardin, and the
other stars of the Orleanist galaxy, including our friend here,
M. Savarin. A very superior man was your father.”

“ And,” said Savarin, who, being an Otleanist, had listened
to Grahain’s speech with an approving smile—** and if I re-
member right, my dear De Bréz¢, no one was more severe than
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her material resources have been marvellously augmented ; her
commerce has been placed by the treaty with England on
sounder foundations, and is daily exhibiting richer life ; her
agriculture has made a prodigious advance wherever it has
allowed room for capitalists, and escaped from the curse ot
petty allotments and peasant proprietors—a curse which would
have ruined any country less blessed by Nature ; turbulent
factions have been quelled ; internal order maintained ; the
external prestige of France, up at lcast to the date of the
Mexican war, increased to an extent that might satisfy even a
Frenchman’s amour propre ; and her advance in civilization has
been wanifested by the rapid creation of a naval power which
mt:lld put even England on her mettle. But on the other
»

“ Ay, on the other hand,” said the Vicomte.

“ On the other hand, there are in the imperial system two
causes of decay and of rot silently at work, They may not be
the faults of the Emperor, but they arc such misfortunes as may
cause the fall of the empire. The first is an absolute divorce
between the political system and the intellectual culture of the
nation. The throne and the system rest on universal suffrage
—on a suffrage which gives to classes the most ignorant a

wer that preponderates over all the healthful elements of

nowledge. It is the tendency of all ignorant multitudes to
personify themselves, as it were, in one individual. They can-
not comprehend you when you argue for a principle ; they do
comprehend you when you talk of a name. The Emperor
Napoleon is to them a name, and the prefects aad officials who
influence their votes are paid for incorporating all principles
in the shibboleth of that single name. You have thus sought
the well-spring of a political system in the deepest stratum of
popular ignorance. To rid popular ignorance of its normal
revolutionary bias, the rural peasants are indoctrinated with
the conservatism that comes from the fear which appertains
to property. They have their roods of land or their shares in
a national loan. Thus you estrange the crassitude of an igno-
rant democracy still more from the intelligence of the educated
classes by combining it with the most selfish and ahject of ell
the apprehensions tﬁat are ascribed to aristocracy and wealth.
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emancipated opinion may thus be terrible enemies to the Im-
g‘erial Government, but they will be very unsafe councillors to

rance. Concurrently with this divorce between the imperial
system and the national intellect—a divorce so complete that
even your sulons have lost their wit, and even your caricatures
their point—a corruption of manners which the empire, I own,
did not originate, but inherit, has become so common that
every one owns and nobody blames it. The gorgeous ostenta-
tion of the Court has perverted the habits of the people. The
intelligence obstructed from other vents hetakes itself to spec-
ulating for a fortune, and the greed of gain and the passion
for show are sapping the noblest elements of the old French
manhood. Public opinion stamps with no opprobriura a min-
ister or favourite who profits by a job; and I fear you will
find that jobling pervades all your administrative depart-
ments.”

“All very true,” said De Brézé, with a shrug of the
shoulders, and in a tone of levity that seemed to ridicule the
assertion he voluntegred; “ Virtue and Honour banished from
courts and salons and the cabinets of authors, ascend to fairer
height in the attics of ouvriers.”

¢ The ouvriers, ouvriers of Paris !” cried this terrible German.

“ Ay, Monsieur le Comte, what can you say against our ou-
oriersf A German count cannot condescend to learn any-
thing{about ces petits gens.”

¢« Monsieur, replied the German, “in the eyes of a statesman
there are no petits gens, and in those of a philosopher no petites
choses. We in Germany have too many difficult problems
affecting our working classes to solve, not to have induced me
to glean all the information I can as to the ouvriers of Paris.
They bave among them men of aspirations as noble as can
animate the souls of philosophers and poets, perhaps not the
less noble because common-sense and experience cannot follow
their flight. But as a body, the ouvriers of Paris have not
been elevated in political morality by the henevolent aim of
the Emperor to find them ample work and good wages in-
dependent of the natural laws that regulate the markets of
labour. Accustomed thus to consider the State bound to
. maintain them, the moment the State fails in that impossible
R

”
!
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¢ Diable, M. le Comte! Germans transformed the world :
What revolutions do you speak of "

“The invention of gunpowder, the invention of printing,
and the expansion of a monk’s quarrel with his Pope into the
Lutheran revolution.”

Here the German paused, and asked the Vicomte to intro-
duce him to Vane, which De Brézé did by the title of Count
von Rudesheim. On hearing Vane’s name, the Count inquired
if he were related to the orator and statesman, George Gralham
Vane, whose opinions, uttered in Parliament, were still authori-
tative among German thinkers. This compliment to his de-
ceased father immensely gratified, but at the same time
considerably surprised, the Englishman. His father, no doubt,
had been a man of much influence in the British House of
Commons—a very weighty speaker, and, while in office, a first-
rate administrator ; but Englishmen know what a House of
Commons reputation is—how fugitive, how little cosmopolitan ;
and that a German count should ever have heard of his father
delighted but amazed him. In stating himself to be the son
of George Graham Vane, he intimated’ not only the delight,
but the amaze, with the frank savoir vivre which was one o.
his salient characteristics.

“Sir,” replied the German, speaking in very correct English,
but still with his national accent, *“ every German reared to jn.-
litical service studies England as the school for practical thought
distinet from impracticable theories. Long may you allow us
to do 80 ; only excuse me one remark ; never let the selfish
element of the practical supersede the generous element. Your
father never did so in his speeches, and therefore we admiredl
him. At the present day we don’t so much care to study
English speeches. They may be insular—- they are not European.
I honour England ; Heaven grant that you may not be making
sad mistakes in the Lelief that you can long remain England
if you cease to be European.” Herewith the German bowed,
not uncivilly—on the contrary, somewhat ceremonionsly —aud
disappeared with a Prussian secretary of embassy, whose arm
he linked in his own, into aroom less frequented.

“Vicomte, who and what is your German count?” asked Vane.

“ A solemn pedant,” answered the lively Vicomte— a Ger-
man count, que voules-vous de plus 7"
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CHAPTER VIL

A.' LITTLE later, Graham found himself alone among the

53 crowd. Attracted by the sound of music, he had
< strayed into one of the rooms whence it came, and in
which, though his range of acquaintance at Paris was, for an
Englishman, large and somewhat miscellaneous, he recognized
no familiar countenance. A lady was playing the piano-forte
—playing remarkably well-—with accurate science, with that
equal lightness and strength of finger which produces brilliancy
of exccution. But to appreciate her music one should be
musical one’s self. Tt wanted the charm that fascinates the
uninitiated.  The guests in the roomn were musical connoisscurs
—a class with whom Graham Vane had nothing in common.
Lven if he had been more capable of enjoying the excellence
of the player’s performance, the glance he directed toward her
would have sufficed to chill him into indiﬂ'e{encg.‘ Sh‘e was
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in the words it was lost in the softness of pathos, answered,
¢ Nay, M. Louvier, he rather overtasks tlie words at my com-
mand in thankfulness to those who, like yourself, so kindly re-
gard me as something else than a singer.”

It was pot the she mountebank who thus spoke. Graham
rose and looked round with instinctive curiosity. He met the
face that he said Lad haunted him. She too had risen, stand-
ing near the piano, with one hand tenderly resting on the she-
mountebank’s scarlet and gilded shoulder—the face that haunt-
ed him, and yet with a difference. There was a faint blush on -
the clear pale cheek, a soft yet playful light in the grave dark
blue eyes, which had not been visible in the countenance of the
i';ung lady in the pearl-coloured robe. Graham did not hear

uvier's reply, though no doubt it was loud enough for him to
hear. He sank again into reverie. Other guests now came
into the room, among them Frank Morley, styled colonel (emi-
nent military titles in the States do not always denote eminent
military services), a wealthy American, and his sprightly and
beautiful wife. The Colonel was a clever man, rather stiff in
his deportment, and grave in speech, but by no means without
a vein of dry humour. By the French he was esteemed a high-
bred specimen of the kind of grand seigneur which democratie
republics engender. He spoke French like a Parisian, had an
imposing presence, and spent a great deal of money with the
clegance of aman of taste and the generosity of a man of heart.
His high breeding was not quite so well understood by the
English, because the English are apt to judge breeding by Iilﬁle
conventional rules not observed by the American colonel. He -
bad a slight nasal twang, and introduced ¢ Sir” with redun-
dant ceremony in addressing Englishmen, however intimate he
might be with them, and had the habit (perhaps with a sly in-
tention to startle or puzzle them) of adorning his style of con-
versation with quaint Americanisms.

Nevertheless, the genial amiability and the inherent dignity
of his character made him acknowledged as a thorough gentle-
man by every Englishman, however conventional in tgstes, who
became admitted 1nto his intimate acquaintance.

Mrs. Morley, ten or twelve years younger than her husband,
bhad no nasal twang, and employed no Americanisms in her
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talk, which was frank, lively, and at times eloquent. She had
a great amhition to be esteemed of a masculine understanding :
Nature unkindiy frastrated that ambition in rendering her a
model of feminine grace. Graham was intimately acquainted
with Colonel Morley, and with Mrs. Morley had contracted
one of those cordial friendships which, perfectly free alike from
polite flirtation and Platonic attachment, do sometimes spring up
between persons of opposite sexes without the slightest dan-
ger of changing its honest character into morbid sentimentality
or unlawful passion. The Morleys stopped to accost Graham,
but the lady had scarcely said three words to him before, catch-
ing sight of the haunting face, she darted toward it. Her hus-
band, less emotional, bowed at the distance, and said, “To my
taste, Sir, the Signorina Cicogna is the loveliest girl in the pre-
sent bee,* and full of mind, Sir.” .

“Singing mind,” said Graham, sarcastically, and in the ill-
natured impulse of a man striving to check his inclination to
admire.

“I have not heard her sing,” replied the' American,'dryly;
. AR | 1 « - . . 1 T v a - N Al -
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No ? allow me to present you—Mr. Graham Vane—Mademoi-
selle Cicogna. Mademoiselle speaks English like a native.”

And thus abruptly Graham was introduced to the owner oi
the haunting face. He had lived too much in the great world
all his life to retain the innate shyness of an Englishman, but

. he certainly was confused and embarrassed when his eyes met
Isaura’s, and he felt her hand on his arm. Before quitting the
room, she paused and looked back—Graham’s look followed
her own, and saw behind them the lady with the scarlet jacket
escorted by some portly and decorated connoisscur. Isaura’s
face brjghtened to another kind of brightness—a pleased and
tender light. )

¢ Poor dear madre,” she murmured to herself, in [talian.

“Madre!” echoed Graham, also in Italian. “]I have bLeen
misinformed, then : that lady is your mother ?”

Tsaura laughed a pretty low silvery laugh, and replied in
Fnglish, “ She is not my mother, but I call her madre, for I
know no name more loving.”

Graham was touched, and said, gently, “ Your own mother
was evidently very dear to you.” .

Isaura’s lip quivered, and she made a slight movement as if
she would have withdrawn her hand from his arm. He saw
that he had offended or wounded her, and with the straight-
forward frankness natural to him, resumed, quickly,

“ My remark was impertinent in a stranger ; forgive it.”

“ There is nothing to forgive, monsieur.”

The two now threaded their way through the crowd, both
silent. At last Isaura, thinking she ought to speak first in
order to show that Graham bad not offended her, said,

“ How lovely Mrs. Morley is!”

“ Yes, and I like the spirit and ease of her American man-
ner : have you known her long, mademoiselle 3

“No ; we met her for the first time some weeks ago at M.
Savarin’s.”

. Was she very eloquent on the rights of women $”

“ What! you have heard her on that subject #”

] have rarely heard her on any other, though she is the best
and perhaps the cleverest friend 1 have at Paris ; but that may
be my fault, for I like to start it. It is a relief to the languid
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small-talk of society to listen to any one thoroughly in earnest
upon turning the world topsy-turvy.”

“ Do you suppose poor Mrs. Morley would seek to do that
if she had her rights 9" asked Isaura, with her musical laugh.
“ Not a doubt of it ; but perhaps you share her opinions.”

“T scarcely know what her opinions are, but—"

“ Yes—but—"

“ There is a—what shall I call it +—a persvasion—a senti-
ment—cut of which the opinions probably spring that I do
share.”

“Indeed ?—a persuasion, a sentiment, for instance, that a
woman should have votes in the choice of legislators, and, I
presume, in the task of legislation $”

“No, that is not what I mean. Still, that is an opinion,
right or wrong, which grows out of the sentiment I speak of.”

“ Pray explain the sentiment.”

“It is always so difficult to define a sentiment. But does it
not strike you that in proportion as the tendency cf modern
civilization has heen to raise women more and more to an in.
tellectual equality with men—in proportion as they read and
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tonishment not unmingled with tenderness and compassion—
astonishment at the contrast between a vein of reflection so
hardy, expressed in a style of language that seemed to him so
masculine, and the soft velvet dreamy eyes, the gentle tones,
and delicate purity of hues rendered younger still by the blush
that deepened their bloom.

At this moment they had entered the refreshment-room ; but
a dense group being round the table, and both perhaps forget-
t.in{I the object for which Mrs. Morley had istroduced them to
each othcr, they had mechanically seated themselves on an
ottoman in a recess while Isaura was yet speaking. It must
seem as strange to the reader as it did to Graham that such a
speech should have been spoken by so young a girl to an ac-
quaintance so new. But in truth Isaura was very little con-
scious of Graham's presence. She had got on a subject that
perplexed and tormented her solitary thoughts—she was but
thinking aloud. ,

I believe,” said Graham, after a pause, ¢ that I comprehend
your sentiment much better than I do Mrs. Morley’s opinions ;
but permit me one observation. You say, truly, that the
course of modern civilization has more or less aflected the rela-
tive position of woman cultivated beyond that level on which
she was formerly contented to stand—the nearer perhaps to
the heart of man because not lifting her head to his height—
and MWnce a sense of restlessness, uneasiness. But do you sup-
pose that, in this whirl and dance of the atoms which compose
the rolling ball of the civilized world, it is only women that are
made restless and uneasy ¥ Do you not see, amidst the masses
congregated in the wealthiest cities of the world, writhingsand
struggles against the received order of things? In this senti-
ment of discontent there is a certain truthfulness, because it
is an element of human nature; and how best to deal with it
is a problem yet unsolved. But in the opinions and doctrines
to which, among the masses, the sentiment gives birth, the
wisdom of the wisest detects only the certainty of a common
ruin, offering for reconstruction the same building materials as
the furmer edifice—materials not likely to be improved because
they may be defaced. Ascend from the working classes to all
others in which civilized culture prevails, and you will find
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that same restless feeling—the fluttering of untried wings
against the bars hetween wider space and their longings.
Could you poll all the educated ambitious young men in Eng-
land—perhaps in Europe—at least half of them, divided be-
tween a reverence for the past and a curiosity as to the future,
would sigh, ‘I am born a century too late or a century too
soon !”"”

Isaura listened to this answer with a profound and absorbing
interest. It was the first time that a clever young man talked
thus sympathetically to her, a clever young girl.

Then rising, he said, “ I see your madre and our American
friends are darting augry looks st me. They have made room
for us at the table, and are wondering why I should keep you
thus from the good things of this little life. One word more
ere we join them—Consult your own mind, and consider whether
your uncasiness and unrest are caused solely by conventional
shackles on your sex. Are they not equally common to the
youth of ours %—common to all who seck in art, in letters, nay,
in the stormier field of active life, to clasp as a reality some
image yet seen but as a dream 1" :
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seur, and the Frenchwoman accepting the safeguard of the Vi-
comte de Brézé. As they descended the stairs, Mrs. Morley
asked Graham what he thought of the young lady to whom
she had presented him. .

“] think she is charming,” answered Graham.

“ Of course ; that is the stereotyped answer to all such ques-
tions, especially by you Englishmen. In public or in private,
England is the mouth-piece of platitudes.”

*It is patural for an American to think so. Every child
that has just learned to speak uses bolder expressions than its
grandmamma; but I am rather at aloss to know by what
novelty of phrase an American would have answered your
question.” -

“ An American would have discovered that Isaura Cicogna
had a soul, and his answer would have confessed it.”

It strikes me that he would then have uttered a platitnde
more stolid than mine. Every Christian knows that the dullest
human being has a soul. But, to speak frankly, I grant that
my apswer did not do justice to the signorina, nor to the im-
pression she makes on me ; and putting aside the charm of the
face, there is a charm in a mind that seems to have gathered
stores of reflection which I should scarcely have expected to
find in a young lady brought up to be a professional singer.”

“You add prejudice to platitude, and are horribly prosaic
to night ; but here we are in the shawl-room. I must take an-
other opportunity of attacking you. Pray dine with us to-
morrow : you will meet our minister and a few other pleasant
ﬁ-ienld&" I I shall be charmed d

I suppose I must not say, I shall be charmed,’ ” answere
Vane ; *“but 1shall be.” ¥y

“ Bon Dicu / that horrid fat man has deserted Signora Ven-
osta—looking for his own cloak, I dare say. Selfish monster!
—go and hand her to her carriage—quick, it is anvnounced ! ”

raham, thus ordered, hastened to offer his arm to the she-
mountebank. Somehow she had acquired dignity in his eyes,
and he did not feel the least ashamed of being in contact with
the scarlet jacket.

The signora grappled to him with a confiding familiarity.

“] am afraid,” she said, in Italian, as they passed along the
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spacious hall to the porte cochtre—1 am afraid that I did not
make a good eftect to-night—I was nervous ; did not you per-
ceive it 1"

“No, indeed ; you enchanted us all,” replied the dissimu-
lator.

“ How amiable you are to say so!~—you must think that T
sought for a compliment. So I did—you gave me more than I
deserved. Wine is the milk of old men, and praise of old
women. But an old man may be killed by too much wine,
and an old woman lives all the longer for too much praise—
buona notte.”

Here she sprang, lithesomely enough, into the carriage, and
Isaura followed, escorted by M. Savarin. As the two men re-
turned toward the shawl-room, the Frenchman said, * Madame
Savarin and I complain that you do not let us see so much of
you a8 we ought. No doubt you are greatly sought after ; but
are you free to take your soup with us the day after to-morrow ?
You will meet a select few of my confréres.”

“The day after to-morrow I will mark with a white stone.
To dine with M. Savarin is an event to a man who covets dis-
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“Pooh I” he said at last, as he reached the door of his lodg-
ing, *‘is my reason so weak that it should be influenced by a
mere superstition? Surely I know myself too well, and I have
tried myself too long, to fear that I should be untrue to the
duty and ends of my life, even if I found my heart in danger
of suffering.”

Certainly the Fates do seem to mock our resolves to keep our
feet from their ambush, and our hearts from their snare.

How our lives may be coloured by that which seems to us the
most trivial accident, the merest chance! Suppose that Alain
de Rochiebriant had been invited to that réunion at M. Louvier's,
aud Graham Vane had accepted some other invitation and
passed his evening elsewhere, Alain would probably have been
presented to isaura—what then might have happened ¥ The
. impression Isaura had already made upon the young French-
man was not so deep as that made upon Graham ; but then,
Alain's resolution to efface it was but commenced that day, and
by no means yet confirmed. And if /e had been the first clever
young man to talk earnestly to that clever young girl, who can
guess what impression he might have made upon her? His.
conversation might have had less philosophy and strong sense
than Graham’s, but more of poetic sentiment and fascinating
romauce.

However, the history of events that do not come to pass is
not in the chronicle of the Fates.
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“ T ought, of course, to say ¢ yes,’” answered Graham, in the
same tone ; “ but T doubt if that ‘yes’ would be an honest one.
In some moods, music—if a kind of music I like—affects me
very deeply ; in other moods not at all. And I cannot bear
much at a time. A concert wearies me shamefully ; even an
opera always seems to me a great deal too long. * But I ought to
add that I am no judge of music; that music was never al-
mitted into my education ; and, between ourselves, I doubt if
there be one Englishman in five hundred who would care for
opera or concert if it were not the fashion to say he did. Dues
my frankness revolt you $”

“On the contrary, I sometimes doubt, especially of late, if
am fond of music myself.”

“ Signorina—pardon me—it is impossible that you should
not be. Genius can never be untrue to itself, and must love
that in which it excels—that by which it communicates joy,
and,” he added, with a half-suppressed sigh, “ attaius to glory.”

¢ Genius is a divine word, and not to be applied to a singer,”
said lsaura, with a humility in which there was an earnest sad-
ness.

Graham was touched and startled ; but before he could an
swer, the American minister appealed to him across the table,
asking him if had quoted accurately a passage in a speech by
Graham’s distinguished father, in regard to the share which
England ought to take in the political affairs of Europe.

The conversation now became general ; very political and
very serious. Graham was drawn into it, and grew animated
and eloquent.

Isaura listened to him with admiration. She was struck by
what seemed to her a nobleness of sentiment which elevated
his theme above the level of commonplace polemics. She was

leased to notice, in the attentive silence of his intelligent
isteners, that they shared the effect produced on herself. In
fact, Graham Vane was a born orator, and his studies had been
those of a political thinker. In common talk he was but the
accomplished wan of the world, easy and frank and genial,
with a touch of good-natured sarcasm. But when the subject
started drew him upward to those heights in which politics be-
come the science of humanity, he seemed a changed being. His
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world of shadow ; that 1 am so susceptible as at every hour,

were my nature perfect, I should be to the mysterious influences

of poetry and religion. Do you understand what I wish to ex-
ress 1" )

P “Yes, I do, and clearly.”

¢ Then, signorina, you are forbidden to undervalue the gift
of song. You must feel its power over the heart when you
enter the opera-house ; over the soul, when you kneel in a ca-
thedral.”

«Oh,” cried Isaura, with enthusiasm, a rich glow mantling
over her lovely face, “how I thank you! Isit you who say
you do not love music? How much better you understand it
than I did till this moment !”

Here Mrs. Morley, joined by the American poet, came to the
corner in which the Englishman and the singer had niched
themselves. The poet began to talk, the other guests gathered
round, and every one listened reverentially until the party broke
up. Colunel Morley handed Isaura to her carriage; the she-
wountebank again fell to the lot of Graham.

“ Signor,” said she, as he respectfully placed her shawl round
her scarlet-and-gilt jacket, *“are we so far from Paris that you
cannot spare the time to call? My child dves not sing in pub-
lic, but at home you can hear her. It is not every woman's
voice that is sweetest at home.”

Graham bowed, and said he would call on the morrow.

Isaura mused in silent delight over the words which had so
extolled the art of the singer. Alas, poor child ! she could
not guess that in those words, reconciling her to the profession
of the stage, the speaker was pleading against his own heart.

There was in Graham’s nature, as I think it commonly is in
that of most true orators, a wonderful degree of ¢nfellectual con-
science, which impelled him to acknowledge the benignant in-
fluences of song, and to set before the young singer the noblest
incentives to the profession to which he deemed her assuredly
destined. But in so doing he must have felt that he was widen-
ing the gulf between her fifc and his own. Perhaps he wished
to widen it in proportion as he dreaded to listen to any vuice
in his heart which asked if the gulf might not be overleaped.
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Happily unconscious of those hostile prepossessions, the
elder signora chatted on very gaily to the visitor. She was in
excellent spirits ; people had been verycivil to her both at
Colonel Morley’s and M. Louvier's. The American minister
had praised the scarlet jacket. She was convinced she had
made a sensation two nights running. When the amour propre
is pleased the tongue is freed.

he Venosta ran on in praise of Paris and the Parisians ; of
Louvier and his soirée and the pistachio ice ; of the Americans,
and a certain créme de maraschino which she hoped the Signor
Inglese had not failed to taste. The créme de maraschino led
her thoughts back to Italy. Then she grew mournful—how
she missed the native beau ciel/ Paris was pleasant, but how
absurd to call it « le Puradis des Femmes"—as if les Femmes
could find Paradise in a brouillard /

*“But,” she exclaimed, with vivacity of voice and gesticula-
tion, ¢ the signor does not come to hear the parrot talk. He
is engaged to come that he may hear the nightingale sing. A
drop of honey attracts the fly more than a bottle of vinegar.”

Graham could not help smiling at this adage. “1 submit,”
said he, “to your comparison as regards myself ; hut certainly
anything less like a bottle of vinegar than your am‘able con-
versation I cannot well conceive. However, the metaphor
apart, I scarcely know how I dare ask mademoiselle to sing
after the confession I made to her last night.”

““ What confession ?” asked the Venosta.

* That I know nothing?' of music, and doubt if I can honestly
say that I am fond of it.” .

“ Not fond of music! Impossible! You slander yourself.
He who loves not music would have a dull time of it in heaven.
But you are English, and perhaps have only heard the music
l‘:‘; your own country. Bad, very bad—a heretic’s music! Now

isten.”

Seating herself at the piano, she began an air from the Lucie,
erying out to Isaura to come and sing to her accompaniment.

*Do you really wish it 1" asked Isaura of Graham, fixing
on him questioning, timid eyes.

¢ I cannot say how much I wish to hear you.”

Isaura movedy to the instrument, and Graham stood behind
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‘ Fate,” answered Graham, slowly and thoughtfully—¢ Fate,
which is not the ruler but the servant of Providence, decides
our choice of life, and rarely from outward circumstances.
Usually the motive power is within. We apply the word
genius to the minds of the gifted few ; but in all of us there is
a genius that is inborn, a pervading somcthing which distin-
guishes our very identity, and dictates to the conscience that
which we are best fitted to do and to be. In so dictating it
compels our choice of life ; or if we resist the dictate, we find
at the close that we have gone astray. My choice of life thus
gﬁie'lled is on the stony thoroughfares—yours in the green

As he thus said, his face became clouded and mournful.

The Venosta, quickly tired of a conversation in which she
had no part, and having various little household matters to at-
tend to, had during this dialogue slipped unobserved from the
room ; yet neither I[saura nor Graham felt the sudden conscious-
ness that they were alone which belongs to lovers.

“ Why,” asked Isaura, with that magic smile reflected in
countless dimples which, even when her words were those of a
man’s reasoning, made them seem gentle with a woman’s senti-
ment—* why must your road through the world be so exclu-
sively the stony one? It is not from necessity-—it cannot be
from taste. And whatever definition you give to genius, surely
it is not your own inborn genius that dictates to you a constant
exclusive adherence to the commonplace of life.”

¢ Ah! mademoiselle, do not misrepresent me. I did not say
that I could not sometimes quit the real world for fairy-land—
I said that I could not do so often. My vocation is not that ot
a poet or artist.”

¢ It is that of an orator, I know,” said Isaura, kindling—*so
they tell me, and I believe them.  But iz not the orator some-
what akin to the poct? Is not oratory an art$” .

“ Let us dismiss the word orator : as applied to English pub-
lic life, it is a very deceptive expression. The Englishman
who wishes to influence his countrymen by force of words
spoken must mix with them in their beaten thoroughfares ;
must make himself master of their practical views and interests ;
maust be conversant with their prosaic occupations and business ;
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an individual can occupy, and even that individual must merge
his existence in hers—must be contented to reflect a ray of the
light she sheds on admiring thousands. Who could dare to
8ay to you, ¢ Renounce your career—confine your genius, your
art, to the petty circle of home?’ To an actress—a singer—
with whose fame the wordd rings, home would be a prison.
Pardon me, pardon—" . .

Isaura had turned away her faceto hide tears that would force
their way, but she held out her hand to him with a child-like
frankness, and said, softly, “I am not offended.” Graham did
not trust himself to continue the same strain of conversation.
Breaking into a new subject, he 3aid, after a constrained pause,
“ Will you think it very impertinent in so new an acquaintance
if I ask how it is that you, an Italian, know our langnage as a
native; and is it by Italian teachers that you have been trained
to think and to feel 1"

“ Mr. Selby, my second father, was an Englishman, and did
not speak any other language with comfort to himself. He was
very fond of me, and had he been really my father I could not
have loved him more. We were constant companions till—till
I lost him.”

¢ And, no mother left to console you.” Isaura shook her
head mournfully, and the Venosta here re-entered.

Graham felt conscious that he had already stayed too long,
and took his leave. .

‘They knew that they were to meet that evening at the Sav-
arins’.

Graham did not feel unmixed pleasure at that thought: the
more he knew of Isaura, the more he felt self-reproach that he
had allowed himself to know her at all.

But after he had left, Isaura sang low to herself the song
which had so affected her listener ; then she fell into abstracted
reverie, but she felt a strange and new sort of happiness. In
dressing for M. Savarin's dinner, and twining the classic ivy
wreath into her dark locks, her Italian servant exclaimed, “ How
beautiful the signorina looks to-night |”
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countess. She was one of those persons who play with fire in
order to appear enlightened.

Madame Vertot was of severer mould. She had knelt at the
feet of M. Thiers, and went into the historico-political line.
She had written a remarkable book upun the modern Carthage
~ (meaning England), and more recently a work that had excited

much attention upon the Balance of Power, in which she proved
it to be the interest of civilization and the necessity of Europe
that Belgium should be added to France, and Prussia circum:
scribed to the bounds of its original margravate. She showed
how easily these two objects could have been effected by a con-
stitutional monarch instead of an egotistical emperor. Mad-
ame Vertot was a decided Orleanist.

Both these ladies condescended to put aside authorship in
aneral society. Next among our guests let me place the

unt de Passy and Mudame son épouse. The Count was sev-

enty-one, and, it is needless to add, a type of Frenchman rapidly
vanishing, and not likely to find itself renewed. How shall I
describe him so as to make my English reader understand?
Let me try by analogy. Suppose a man of great birth and
fortune, who in his youth had been an enthusiastic friend of
Lord Byron and a jocund companion of George IV.—who had
in him an immense degree of lofty romantic sentiment with an

ual degree of well-bred worldly cynicism, but who, on account
of that admixture, which is rare, kept a high rank in either of
the two societies into which, speaking broadly, civilized life
divides itself—the romantic and the cynical. The Count de
Passy had been the most ardent among the young disciples of
Chéiteaubriand—the most brilliant amoug the young courtiers of
Charles X. Need Iadd that he had been a terrible lady-killer 1

But in spite of his admiration of Chateaubriand and his alle-
giance to gharles X., the Count had been always true to those
caprices of the French noblesse from which he descended--cap-
rices which destroyed them in the old Revolution—caprices
belonging to the splendid ignorance of their nation in gencral,
and their order in particular. Speaking without regard to
partial exceptions, the French gentilkomme is essentially a Pari-
sian ; a Parisian is easentially impressionable to the impulse or
fashion of the moment. Is it & la mode for the moment to be
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He was undersized, and of a feeble, slender frame. In the
eyes of women and artists the defects of his frame were re-
deemed by the extraordinary beauty of the face. His black
hair, carefully parted in the centre, and worn long and flowing,
contrasted the whiteness of a high though narrow forehead and
the delicate pallor of his cheeks. His features were very regu-
lar, his eyes singularly bright ; but the expression of the face
spoke of fatigue and exhaustion ; the silky locks were already
thin, and interspersed with threads of silver ; the bright eyes
shone out from sunken orbits ; the lines round the mouth were
tx.nm'ke(l as they are in the middle age of one who has lived too

ast. .

It was a countenance that might have excited a compassion-
ate and tender interest but for something arrogant and super-
cilious in the expression—something that demanded, not tender
pity, but enthusiastic admiration. Yet that expression was
displeasing rather to men than to women ; and one could well
conceive that among the latter the enthusiastic admiration i*
challenged would be iargely conceded.

The conversation at ﬁlner was in complete contrast to that
at the American’s the day before. - There, the talk, though ani-
mated, had oeen chiefly earnest and serious—here, it was all
touch and go, sally and repartee. The subjects were the light
on dits and lively anecdotes of the day, not free from literature
and politics, but both treated as matters of persiflage, hovered
round with a jest, and quitted with an epigram. The two
French lady authors, the Count de Pussy, the physician, and
the host far outshone all the other guests. Now and then,
however, the German count struck in with an ironical remark,
condensing a great deal of grave wisdom, and the young author
with ruder and more biting sarcasm. If the sarcasm told, he
showed his triumph by a low-pitched laugh ; if it failed, he
evinclcd his displeasure by a contemptuous sneer or a grim
scowl.

Isaura and Graham were not seated near each other, and were
for the most part contented to be listeners.

On adjourning to the salon after dinner, Graham, however,
was approaching the chair in which Tsaura had placed herself,
when the young author, forestalling him, dropped into the seat
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set of men who begin to live full gallop while they are still
boys. As a general rul¢, they are originally of the sickly
frames which can scarcely even trot, much less gallop, without
the spur of stimulants, and no stimulant so Tascinates their pe-
culiar nervous system as absinthe. The number of patients in
this set who at the age of thirty are more worn out than sep-
tuagenarians increases so rapidly as to make one dread to think
what will be the next race of Frenchmen. To the predilection
for absinthe young Rameau and the writers of his set add the
imitation of Heine, after, indeed, the manner of caricaturists,
who effect a likeness striking in proportion as it is ugly. It is
not easy to imitate the pathos and the wit of Heine, but it is
easy to imitate his defiance of the Deity, his mockery of right
and wrong, his relentless war on that heroic standard of
thought and action which the writers who exalt their nation
intuitively preserve. Rameau cannot be a Heine, but he can
be to Heine what a misshapen snarling dwarf is to a mangled
blaspheming Titan. Yet he interests the women in general,
and he evidently interests the fair signorina in especial.”

Just as Bacourt finished that last sentence, Isaura lifted
the head which had hitherto bent in an earnest listening
attitude that seemed to justify the doctor's remarks, and
looked round. Her eyes met Graham’s with the fearless can-
dour which made half the charm of their bright yet soft intelli-
gence. But she dropped them suddeuly with a half start and a
change of colour,for the expression of Graham’s face was unlike
that which she had hitherto scen on it—it was hard, stern,
somewhat disdainful. A minute or so afterward she rose, and
in passing across the room toward-the group round the host,
paused at a table covered with books and prints near to which
Graham was standing—alone. The doctor had departed in
company with the German count.

Isaura took up one of the prints.

“ Ah !” she exclaimed, * Sorrento—my Sorrento ! Have you
ever visited Sorrento, Mr. Vane 1"

Her question and her movement were evidently in concilia-
tion. a'as the conciliation prompted by coquetry, or by a sen-
timent more innocent and artless 1



. - That is the house. at least so they say,

of course you visited that 17

“ Yes, it was a hotel in my time ; T lodge

“ And [, too. There I first read The Ge
last words were said in Italian, with a low 1
wardly and dreamily.

A somewhat sharp and incisive voice spe
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“ Tasso | Hein/ And which is the fair El¢
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Rameau glanced at the Englishman supercil

Pardon, monsieur ; in every age a love-story |
but who cares nowadays for le clinquant du Ta

“ Le clinguant dn Tnecs M avalaica.d Voo
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¢ If that be meant in sarcasm,” retorted Ramean, “ I con-
strue it as a compliment. A Frenchman who is contented fo
study the masterpieces of molern literature need learn no lan-
guage and read no authors but his own.”

Isaura laughed her pleasant silvery langh.  «T should adinire
the frankness of that boast, monsieur, if in our talk just now
you had not spoken as contemptuously of what we are ac
customed to consider French masterpieces as you have doue of
Virgil and Tasso.”

“ Ah, mademoiselle | it is not my fault if you have had
teachers of taste so recoco as to bid you find masterpieces in the
tiresoine stilted tragedies of Corneille and Racine. Poetry of a
court, not of a people. One simple novel, one simple stanza that
probes the hidden recesses of the human heart, reveals the sores
of this wretched sucial state, denounces the evils of superstition,
kingeraft, and priestcraft, is worth a library of the rubbish
which pedagogues call ¢ the classics.”  We agree at least in one
thing, mademoiselle—we both do homage to the genius of
your friend, Madame de Grantmesnil.”

“ Your friend, signorina!” cried Graham, incredulously ;
¢ is Madame dc Grantmesnil your friend $”

¢ The dearest I have in the world.”

Graham’s face darkened ; he turned away in silence, and in
another minute vanished from the room, persuading himself
that he felt not one pang of jealousy in leaving Gustave Ramcau
by the side of Isaura. ¢ Her dcarest friend, Madame de
Grantmesnil | ” he muttered.

A word now on Isaura’s chief correspondent. Madame de
Grantmesnil was a woman of uoble birth and ample fortune.
She had separated from her hushand in the second year after
their marriage. She was a singularly eloquent writer, sur-
passed among contemporaries of her sex in popularity and
renown only by G€orge Sand.

At least as fearless as that great novelist in the frank exposi-
tion of her views,she had commenced her career in letters by. a
work of astonishing puower and pathos, directed against the in-
stitution of marringe us regulated in Roman Catholic commu-
nities. I do not know that it said more on this delicate subject
than the English Milton has said ; but then Milton did nob
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write for a Roman Catholic community, nor adopt a style
likely to captivate the working classes. © Madame de Grantmes-
uil’s first book was deemed an attack on the religion of the
country, and captivated those among the working classes who
had already abjured that religion. This work was followed up
by others more or less in defiance of *‘received opinions ;”” some
with political, some withsocial revolutionary aim and tendency,
but always with a singular purity of style. Search all her books,
and however you might revolt from her doctrine, you could not
find a hazardous expression. The novels of English young
ladies are naughty in comparison. Of late years whatever
might be hard or audacious in her political or social doctrines
softened itself into charm amidst the golden haze of romance.
Her writings had grown more and more purely artistic—poet-
izing what is good and beautiful in the realities of life rather
than creating a false ideal out of what is vicious and deformed.
Such a woman, separated young from her husband, could not
enunciate such opinious and lead a life so independent and un-
controlled as Madame de Grantmesnil had done without scandal,
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artificial politeness can bestow : it must emanate from that
native high breeding which has its source in goodness of heart.
Enguerrand was fair, with curly locks of golden chesnut.
He wore no beard, only a small moustache, rather darker than
bis hair. His complexion might in itself be called effeminate.
its bloom was so tresh and delicate ; but there was so much ot
boldness and energy in the play of his countenance, the hardy
outline of his lips, and the open breadth of his forehcad, that
“ effeminate” was an epithet no one ever assigned to his
aspect. He was somewhat under the middle height, but beau-
tifully proportioned, carried himself well, and somehow or other
did not look short even by the side of tall men. Altogether he
seemed formed to be a mother’s darling, and spoiled by women,
yet to hold his own among men with a strength of will more
evident in his look and his bearing than it was in those of his
graver and statelier brother. .
Both were considered by their young co-equals models in
dress, but in Raoul there was nosign that care or thought upon
dress had been bestowed ; the simplicity of his costume was
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pretty. ¢¢There is,” said a great French writer, “only one
way in which a woman can be handsome, but a hundred thoun-
sand ways in which she can be pretty ;” and it would be im-
possible to reckon up the number of ways in which Adeline di
Rimini carried off the prize in prettiness.

Yet it would be unjust to the personal attractions of the
Contessa to class them all under the word ¢ prettiness.” When
regarded more attentively, there was an expression in her
countenance that might almost be called divine, it spoke so un-
mistakably of a sweet nature and an_untroubled soul. An
English poet once described her by repeating the old lines :

“Her face is like the Mi'ky Way i’ the sky—
A meeting of gentle lights without a name.”

She was not alone ; an elderly lady sat on an arm-chair by the
fire engaged in knitting, and a man, also elderly, and whose
dress proclaimed him an ecclesiastic, sat at the opposite corner,
with a large Angora cat on his lap.

“] present to you, madame,” said Raoul, “ my new-found
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priest ; it is my duty to bite the bad and steal from the good,
as you will see, M. le Marquis, if you will glance at this paper.”

Here he handed to Alain a memorial on behalf of an afflicted
family who had been burned out of their home, and reduced
from comparative ease to absolute want. There was a list ap-
pended of some twenty subscribers, the last being the Contessa,
fifty francs, and Madame de Maury, five.

«“ Allow me, Marquis,” said the Abbé, “to steal from you.
Bless you twofold, mon fils/” (taking the napoleon Alain ex-
tended to him)—*first, for your charity ; secondly, for the
effect of its example upon the heart of your cousin. Raoul de
Vandemar, stand and deliver. Bah |—what! only ten francs.”

Raoul made a sign to the Abbé, unperceived by the rest, as
he answered, * Abbé, I should excel your expectations of my
career if I always continue worth half as much as my cousin.”

Alain felt to the bottom of his heart the delicate tact of his
richer kinsman in giving less than himself, and the Abbé re-
plied, ¢ Niggard, you are pardoned. Humility is a more diffi-
cult virtue to produce than charity, and in your case an instance
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to the Orleanists. Lastly, though he thinks the Legitimists
have no chance, he desires to keep well with the nobles of that
party,because they exercise a considerable influence over that
sphere ofopinion whichbelongs to fashion; for fashion is never
powerless in Paris. Raoul and myself are nomean authorities
in salons and clubs ; and a good word from usis worth having.
‘¢ Besides, Louvier himself in his youth set up for a dandy;
and that deposed rule of dandies, our unfortunate kinsman,
Victor de Mauleon, shed some of his own radiance on the
money-lender’s son. But when Victor’s star was eclipsed,
Louvier ceased to gleam. The dandies cut him. In his heart
he exults that the dandies now throng to his soirees. Bref, the
millionnaire, is especially civil to me—the more so as I know
intimately two or three eminent journalists ; and Louvier
takes pains to plant garrisons in the press. I trust I have
explained the grounds on which I may be a better diploma-
tist to employ than your awoue ; and with your leave I will
goto Lo‘u'vier at once.”

* PR L} * o~ n -
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gives us rooms in his hotel ; the use of his table, which we do
not much profit by ; and an allowance, on which we could not
live a8 young men of our class live at Paris. Enguerrand had
his means of spending pocket-money, I mine ; but it came to
the same thing—the pockets were emptied. @~ We incurred
debts. Two years ago my father straitened himeself to pay
them, saying, ‘The unext time you come to me with debts,
however small, you must pay them yourselves, or you must
marry, and leave it to me to find you wives.' This threat ap-
palled us both. A month afterward Enguerrand made a lucky
hit at the Bourse, and proposed to invest the proceeds in a shop.
I resisted as long as I could, but Enguerrand triumphed over
me, as he always does. He found an excellent deputy in a
bonne who had nursed us in childhood, and married a journey-
man perfumer who understands the business. It answers well;
we are not in debt, and we have preserved our freedom.”
After these confessions Raoul went away, and Alain fell into
a mournful reverie, from which he was aroused by a loud ring
at his bell. He opened the door, and beheld M. Louvier. The
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your opening at Paris. I wish you to spend a year in the
capital, and live, not extravagantly, like a nouveau riche, but ina
way not unsuited to your rank, and permitting you all the social
advantages that belong to it. These 25,000 francs, in addition
to your improved income, will enable you to gratify my wish in
this respect. Spend the money in Paris : you will want every
sou of it in the course of the year. It will be money well spent.
Take my advice, cher Marquis. Au plaisir.”

The financier bowed himself out. The young Marquis
forgot all the mournful reflections with which Raoul’s conversa-
tion had inspired him. He gave a new touch to his toilet, and
sallied forth with the air of a man on whose morning of life a
sun heretofore clouded has burst forth and transformed the face
of the landscape.

CHAPTER VIII.
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“ At least the names of some of the lady’s relations who may
yet be living.”

¢ But it strikes me that if I could get at that piece of know-
ledge, 1 should not require the services of the police. The
relations would tell me what had become of Louise Duval quite
as readily as they would tell a police agent.” .

“ Quite true, monsieur. It would really be picking your
pockets if I did not at once retire from your service. Nay,
monsieur, pardon me—no further payments ; I have already
accepted too much. Your most obedient servant.”

Graham, left alone, fell into a very gloomy reverie. He
could not but be sensible of the difficulties in the way of the
object which had brought him to Paris, with somewhat san-
guine expectations of success, founded on a belief in the
omniscience of the Parisian police, which is only to be justified
when they have had to deal with a murderess or a political
incendiary. But the name of Louise Duval is about as common
in France as that of Mary Smith in England ; and the English
reader may judge what would be the likely result of inquiring
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that name, but they were not the right one—not the person
whom my friend begged me to discover—both much toa
youni.” i
“ Eh bien, mon cher. If you will come with me to le bal
champétre in the Champs Elysées to-night, I can show you a
third Madame Duval : her Christian name is Louise, too, of the
age you mention—though she does her best to look younger,
and is still very handsome. You said your Duval was hand-
some. It was only last evening I met this lady at a soirée
iven by Mademoiselle Julie Caumartin, coryphée distinguée, in
fove with young Rameau.”

¢ In love with young Rameau ¢ I am very glad to hear it.
He returns the lovet”

I suppose so. He seems very proud of it. But & propos
of Madame Duval, she has been long absent from Paris—just
returned—and looking out for conquests.  She says she has a
great penchant for the English ; promises me to be at this ball.
Come.”

¢ Hearty thanks, my dear Lemercier. I am at your service.”

CHAPTER IX.

YHE bal champétre was gay and brilliant, as such festal

- scenes are at Paris. A lovely night in the midst of May
—lamps below and stars above : the society mixed, of
course. Evidently when Graliam had singled out Frederic Le-
mercier from all his acquaintances at Paris to conjoin with the
official aid of M. Renard in search of the mysterious lady, he
had conjectured the probability that she might be found in the
Bohemian world so familiar to Frederic—if not as an inha-
bitamt, at least as an explorer. Bohemia was largely represented
at the dal champétrs, but not without a fair sprinkling of what
we call the * respectable classes,” especially English and Ame-
ricans, who brought their wives there to take care of them.
Frenchmen, not needing such care, prudently left their wives
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at home.  Among the Frenchmen of station were the Comte
de Passy and the Vicomte de Brézé. .

On first entering the gardens Graham’s eye was attracted and
dazzled by a brilliant form. It was standing under a festoon
of flowers extended from tree to tree, and a gas jet opposite’
shone full upon the face—the face of a girl in all the freshness
of youth. If the freshness owed anything to art, the art was
so well disguised that it seemed nature. The beauty of the
countenance was Hebe-like, joyous, and radiant, and yet one
could not look at the girl without a sentiment of deep mourn-
fulness. She was surrounded by a group of young men, and
the ring of her laugh jarred upon Graham’s ear. He
Frederic’s arm, and directing his attention to the girl, asked
who she was.

“Who? Don't you know? That is Julie Caumartin. A
little while ago her equipage was the most admired in the Bois,
and great ladies condescended to copy her dress or her eoiffure.
But she has lost her splendour, and dismissed the rich admirer
who supplied the fuel for its blaze, since she fell in love with
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He rose from his seat, and was presented in dne form to the
lady, with whom Frederic then discreetly left him.

“ Monsieur Lemercier tells me that you think that we were
once acquainted with each other.”

¢ Nay, madame ; I should not fail to recognize you were that
the case. A friend of mine had the honour of knowing a lady
of your name ; and should I be fortunate enough to meet that
lady, I am charged with a commission that may not be unwel-
come to her. Lemercier tells me your nom de bapiéme is
Louise.”

¢ Louise Corinne, monsieur.,”

“ And I presume that Duval is the name you take from your

nt‘-"

“No; my father's name was Bernard. I married, when I
was a mere child, M. Duval, in the wine trade at Bordeaux.”

¢ Ah, indeed ! ” said Graham, much disappointed, but looking
at her with a keen, searching eye, which she met with a decided
fnl:k];.neu. Evidently, in his judgment, she was speaking the
tru

“You know English, I think, madame,” he resumed, address-
ing her in that language.

¢ A leetle—speak un

“ Only alittle $”

Madame Duval looked puzzled, and replied in French, with
a laugh, “Is it that you were told that I spoke Enﬁlish by your
countryman, Milord £are Boulby 1 Petit scélérat, I hope he is
well. He sends you a commission fur me—so he ought: he
behaved to me like a monster.”

« Alas! I know nothing of my lord Sir Boulby. Were you
never in England yourself?”

¢« Never "—with a coquettish side glance— I should like so
much to go. I have a foible for the English in spite of that
wilain petit Boulby. Who is it gave you the commission for me?
Ha ! I guess—le Capitaine Nelton?’

“ No. What year, madame, if not impertinent, were you at
Aix-la-Chapelle §”

“You mean Badent I was there seven years ago, when I
met le Capitaine Nelton—>bel homme auz cheveux rouges.”

“But you have been at Aixt”

% Never.” .
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“T have, then, been mistaken, madame ; and have only to
offer my most humble apologies.”

“ But perhaps you will favour me with a visit, and we may on
further conversation find that you are not mistaken. I can’t
stay now, for I am engaged to dance with the Belgian, of whom,
no doubt, M. Lemercier has told you.”

“ No, madame, he has not.”

“ Well, then, he will tell you. The Belgian is very jealous.
But T am always at home between three and four. This is my
card.”

Graham eagerly took the card, and exclaimed, *Is this your
own handwriting, madame 1"

“Yes, indeed.”

«“ Trés blle écriture,” said Graham, and receded with a cere-
monious bow. *“ Anything so unlike her handwriting. Another
disappointment,” muttered the Englishman, as the lady went
back to «he ball.

A few minutes later Graham joined Lemercier, who was
talking with De Passy and De Brézé.
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to commit a larceny. However, it is quite true that he left
Paris, and I don’t know what has me of him since.”
Here he touched De Brézé, who, though still near, had not
been listening to this conversation, but interchanging jest
and laughter with Lemercier on the motley scene of the
dance.

“De Brézé, have you ever heard what became of poor dear
Victor de Mauléon?  You knew him:”

¢ Ki. v him? I should think so. Who could bein the great
world and not know le beau Victor ¥ No ; after he vanished 1
never heard more of him—doubtless long since dead. A good-
hearted fellow in spite of all his sins.”

“ My dear M. de Brézé, did you know his half-sister 1 ” asked
Graham—*“ a Madame Duval $”

“No; I never heard he had a half-sister. Halt there: I
recollect that I met Victor once in the garden at Versailles,
walking arm in arm with the most beautiful girl I ever saw ;
and when I complimented him afterward at the Jockey Club on
his new conquest, he replied, very gravely, that the young lady
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not now the centre of a group. She had just found Gustave
Rameau ; and was clinging to his arm with a look of happiness .
in her face, frank and innocent as a child’s. And so they passed
amidst the dancers down a solitary lamp-lit alley, till lost to the
Englishman’s lingering gaze.

CHAPTER X.

HE next morning Graham sent again for M. Renard.
““ Well,” he cried, when that dignitary appeared and
took a seat beside him ; * chance has favoured me.”

“T always counted on chance, monsieur. Chance has more
wit in its httle finger than the Paris police in its whole body.”

“I have ascertained the relations, on the mother’s side, of
Lounise Duval, and the only question is how to get at them.”

Here Graham related what he had heard, and ended by say-
ing, “ This Victor de Mauléon is therefore my Louise Duval's
uncle. He was, no doubt, taking charge of her in the year
that the persons interested in her discovery lost sight of her
in Pa;is ; and surely he must know what became of her after-
“ Very probably; and chance may befriend us yet in the
discovery of Victor de Mauléon. You seem not to know the
particulars of that story about the jewels which brought him
into some connection with the police, and resulted in his dis-
appearance from Paris.”

“No ; tell me the particulars,”

“Victor de Mauléon was heir to some 60,000 or 70,000 francs
a year, chiefly on the mother’s side ; for his father, though the
representative of one of the most ancient houses in France,
was very poor, having little of his own except the emoluments
of an appointment in the court of Louis Philippe.

““But before, by the death of his parents, Victor came into
that inheritance, he very largely forestalled it. His tastes were
magnificent. He took to ‘ sport '—kept a famous stud, was 3
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great favourite with the English, and spoke their language
fluently. Indeed, he was considered very accomplished, and
of considerable intellectual powers. It was generally said that
some day or other, when he had sown his wild oats, he would,
if he took to politics, be an eminent man. Altogether he was a
very strong creature. That was a very strong age under Louis
Philippe. The viveurs of Paris were fine types for the heroes
of Dumas and Sue—full of animal life and spirits. Victor de
Mauléon was a romance of Dumas—incarnated.”

‘M. Renard, forgive me that I did not before do justice to
your tzste in polite literature.”

* Monsieur, a man in my profession does not attain even to
my humble eminence if he be not something else than a pro-
fessional. He must study mankind wherever they are described
—even in les romans. To return to Victor de Mauléon. Though
he was a ‘sportman,’ a gambler, a Don Juan, a duellist, nothing
was ever sald against his honour. On the contrary, on matters
of honour he was a received oracle; and even though he had
fought several ducls (that was the age of duels), and was re-
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who insulted the honour of his country, as represented by its
men. I hope the two combatants became friends ¥’

 That I never heard ; the duel was over—there my story
ends.”

“ Pray, goon.” :

“ One day—it was in the midst of political events which
would have silenced most subjects of private gossip— the buiru
monde was startled by the news that the Vicomte (he was then,
by his father’s death, Vicomte) de Mauléon had been given
into the custody of the police on the charge of stealing the
jewels of the Duchesse de (the wife of a distinguished
foreigner). It seems that some days before this event the Duc,
wishing to make madame, his spouse, an agreeable surprise,
had resolved to have a diamond necklace belonging to her,
and which was of setting so old-fashioned that she had not
lately worn it, reset for her birthday. He therefore secretly

ssed himself of the key to an iron safe in a cabinet ad-
Joining her dressing-room (in which safe her more valuable
jewels were kept), and took from it the necklace. Imagine his
dismay when the jeweller in the Rue Vivienne to whom he
carried it, recognized the pretended diamonds as imitation
paste which he himself had some days previously inserted into
an empty setting brought to him by a monsieur with whose
name he was unacquainted. The Duchesse was at that time in
delicate health ; and as the Duc's suspicions naturally fell on
the servants, especially on the femme de chambre, who was in
great favour with his wife, he did not like to alarm madame,
nor through her to put the servants on their guard. He re-
solved, therefore, to place the matter in the hands of the famous
, Who was then the pride and ornament of the Parisinn
police. And the very night afterward the Vicomte de Maul¢..u
was caught and apprehended in the cabinet where the jewcis
were kept, and to which he had got access by a false key,
or at least a duplicate key, found in his possession. I should
obeerve that M. de Mauléon occupied the entresol in the same
hotel in which the upper rooms were devoted to the Duc and
Duchesse and their suite. Assoon as this charge against the
Vicomte was made known (and it was known the next morn-
ing), the exteut of his debts and the utterness of his ruin (be-
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fore scarcely conjectured, or wholly unheeded) became public
through the medium of the journals, and furnished an obvious
motive for the crime of which he was accused. We Parisians,
monsieur, are subject to the most startling reactions of feeling.
The men we adore one day we execrate the next. The Vicomte
passed at once from the popular admiration cne bestows on a
hero to the popular contempt with which one 8 a petty
larcener. Society wondered how it had ever condescended to
receive into its bosom the g&mbler, the duellist, the Don Juan.
However, one compensation in the way of amusement he might
still afford to society for the grave injuries he had done it.
Socicty would attend his trial, witness his demeanour at the
bar, and watch the expression of his face when he was sen-
tenced to the galleys. But, monsieur, this wretch completed
the measure of his iniquities. He was not tried at all. The
Duc and Duchesse quitted Paris for Spain, and the Duec in-
structed his lawyer to withdraw his charge, stating his conviction
of the Vicomte’s complete innocence of any other offence than
that which he himself had confessed.”









BOOK FOURTH.

CHAPTER L

FROM ISAURA CICOGNA TO MADAME DE GRANTMESNIL.

T is many days sinze I wrote to you, and but for
your delightful note just received, reproaching
me for silence, 1 should still be under the spell
of that awe which certain words of M. Savarin
were well fitted to produce. Chancing to ask

him if he had written to you lately, he said, with that laugh

of his, good humouredly ironical, ¢ No, mademoiselle, I am not
one of the Facheuzr whom Molitre has immortalized. If the

meeting of lovers should be sacred from the intrusion of a

third person, however amiable, more sacred still should be the

parting between an author and his work. Madame de Grant-
mesnil is in that moment so svlemn to a genius earnest as hers

—she is hidding farewell to a companion with whom, once dis-

missed into the world, she can never converse familiarly again ;

it ceases to be her companion when it becomes ours. Do not
let us disturb the last hours they will pass together.’

“ These words struck me much. I suppose there is truth in
them. I can comprehend that a work which has long been all
in all to its author, concentrating his thoughts, gathering round
it the hopes and fears of his inmost heart, dies, as it were, to
him when he has completed its life for others, and launched it
into a world cstrange«{, from the solitude in which it was born
and formed. ,I can almost conceive that, to a writer like you,
the very fame which attends the work thus sent forth chills
your own love for it. The characters you created in a fairy-
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land, known but to yourself, must lose something of their mys-
terious charm when you hear them discussed and cavilled at,
blumed or praised, as if they were really the creatures of streets
and salons.

“I wonder if hostile criticism pains or enrages you as it
seems to do such other authors as I have known. M. Savarin,
for instance, sets down in his tablets as an enemy to whom ven-
geance is due the smallest scribbler who wounds his self-love,
and says, frankly, ¢ To me praise is food, dispraise is poison.
Him who feeds me I pay ; him who poisons me I break on the
wheel." M. Savarin is, indeed, a skilful and energetic admin-
istrator to his own reputation. He deals with it as if it were
a kingdom—establishes fortifications for its defence—enlists
soldiers to fight for it. He is the soul and centre of a con-
federation in which cach is bound to defend the territory of
the others, and all those territories united constitute the im-
perial realm of M. Savarin. Don’t think me an ungracious
satirist in what I am thus saying of our brilliant friend. It is
not 1 who here speak; it is himself. He avows his policy with
the naireté which makes the charm of his style as writer. ‘It
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“You will be pleased to hear that Dr. C—— considers my
health so improved, that I may next year enter fairly on the
profession for which I was intended and trained. Yet I still
feel hesitating and doubtful.  To give myself wholly up to the
art in which I am told I could excel, must alienate me entirely
from the ambition that yearns for fields in which, alas! it may
perbaps never appropriate to itself a rood for culture—only
wander, lost in a vague fairy-land, to which it has not the
fairy’s birthrig® Ob, thou great Enchantress, to whom are
equally subject the streets of Paris and the realm of Faerie—
thou who hast sounded to the deeps that circumfluent ocean
called “practical human life,’ and hast taught the acutest ot
its navigators to consider how far its courses are guided by
orhs in heaven—canst thou solve this riddle which, if it per
Jlexes me, must perplex somany © What is the real distinction
l:etween the rave genius and the commonalty of human souls
that feel to the quick all the grandest and divinest things
which the rare genius places before them, sighing within them-
selves—* This rare genius does but express that which was
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of minds that exclaim, ‘[{e expresses what we feel, but never
the whole of what we feel ¥ Is it the mere power over lan-
guage, a larger knowledge of dictionaries, a finer ear for period
and cadence, a more artistic craft incasing our thoughts anl
sentiments in well-selected words? Is it true what Buffon
. 8ays, that ‘the style is the man ¥ Is it true what Iam told
Goethe said, ¢ Poetry is form # I cannot believe this; and if
you tell me it is true, then I no longer pine to be a writer.
But if it,be not true, explain to me how it is that the greatest
genius is popular in proportion as it makes itself akin to us
by uttering in better words than we employ that which was
ready within us, brings to light what in our souls was latent,
and does but correct, beautify, and publish the correspondence
which an ordinary reader carries on privately every day, be-
tween himself and his mind or his heart. If this supcriority
in the genius be but style and form, I abandon my dream of
being something else than a singer of words by another to the
mausic of another. But then, what then? My knowledge of
books and art is wonderfully small. What little I do know I
ther from very few books, and from what I hear said by the
ew worth listening to whom I happen to meet; aud out of
these, in solitude and reverie, not by conscious effort, I arrive
at some results which appear to my inexperience original.
Perhaps, indeed, they have the same kind of originality as the
musical compositions of amateurs who effect a cantata or a
quartette made up of borrowed details from great masters,
and constituting a whole so original that no real master would
deign to own it. Oh, if I could get you to understand how
unsettled, how struggling, my who?e nature at this moment is |
I wander what is the sensation of the chrysalis which has been
a silk-worm, when it first feels the new winzs stirring within
its shell—wings, alas ! that are but those of the humblest and
shortest-lived sort of moth, scarcely born into daylight before
it dies. Could it reason, it might regret its earlier life, and
say, ¢ Better be the silk-worm than the moth. '”

FROM THE SAME TO THE SAME.

“ Have you known well any English people in the course of
your life ¥ I say well, for you must have had acquaintance
L
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with many. But it seems to me so difficult to know an English-
man well. Even I, who so loved and revered Mr. Selby—I,
whose childhood was admitted into his companiunship by that
love which places ignorance and knowledze, infancy and age,
upon ground so equal that heart touches heart—cannot say
that I understand the English character to anything like the
extent to which I fancy I understand the Italian and the
French. Betweenus of the Continent and them of the Island
the British Channel always flows. There is an Englishman
here to whom I have been introduced, whom Ihave met, though
but seldom, in that society which bounds the Paris worll to
me. Pray, pray tell me, did you ever know, ever meet him
His name is Graham Vane. He is the only son, 1 am tuld,
of a man who was a célébrité in England as an orator and a
statesman, and on both sides he belongs to the kaute aristocratie.
e himself has that indescribable air and mien to which we
apply the epithet * distinguished.” In the most crowded salon
the eye would fix on him, and involuntarily follow his move-
ments. Yet his manners are frank and simple, wholly without
the stiffness or reserve which are said to characterize the English
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my destined calling—nay, might have charmed me wholly, but
he seemed to think that I—that any public singer--must be a
creature apart from the world—the world in which such mv a
live. Perhaps that is true.”

* CHAPTER IL

TT was one of those lovely noons toward the end of May
in which a rural suburb has the mellow charm of summer
to him who cscapes awhile from the streets of acrowded
capital. The Londoner knows its charm when he feels his
tread on the softening swards of the Vale of Health, or, paus-
ing at Richmond under the budding willow, gazes on the river
glittering in the warmer sunlight, and hears from the villa
gardens behind him the brief trill of the blackbird. But the
suburbs round Paris are, I think, a yet more pleasing relief
from the metropolis ; they are more easily reached, and I know
not why, but they seem more rural, perhaps because the contrast
of their repose with the stir left behind—of their redundance
of leaf and blossom, compared with the prim efflorescence of
trees in the Boulevards and Tuileries—is more striking. How-
ever that may be, when Graham reached the pretty suburb in
which Isaura dwelt, it scemed to him as if all the wheels of the
loud busy life were suddenly smitten still. The hour was yet
early ; he felt sure that he should find Isaura at home. The
garden gate stood unfastened and ajar ; he pushed it aside and
entered. I thiuk I have before said that the garden of the
villa was shut out from the road, and the gaze of neighbours,
by a wall and thick belts of evergreens; it stretched behind
the house somewhat far for the garden of a suburban villa. He
paused when he had passed the gateway, for he heard in the dis-
tance the voice of one singing—singing low. singing plaintively,
He knew it was the voice of Isaura; he passed on, leaving the
house behind him; and tracking the voice till he reached the

singe:
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the surface of the waters ; he imagines it to be that of a Nereid,
and casts in his net to catch this supposed nymph of the ocean.
. He only disturbs the water, loses the image, and brings up a
few common fishes. He returns home disappointed, and very
much enamoured of the supposed Nereid. The next day lhe
again to the same place, and discovers that the face which
ad so charmed him was that of a mortal girl reflected on the
waters from the rock behind him, on which she had been seated,
and on which she had her home. The original air is arch and
lively ; just listen to it.” And Isaura warbled one of those
artless and somewhat meagre tunes to which light-stringed
instruments are the fitting accompaniment.

“That,” said Graham, « is a different music indeed from the
other, which is deep and plaintive, and goes to the heart.”

*But do you not see how the words have been altered? In
the song you first heard me singing, the fisherman goes again
to the spot, again and again sees the face in the water, again
and again seeks to capture the Nereid, and never knows to the
last that the face was that of the mortal on the rock close be-
hind him, and which he passed by without notice every day.
Deluded by an ideal image, the real one escapes from his eye.”

“1s the verse that is recast meant to symbolize a moral in
lovet”

“In love ¥ nay, I know not; but in life, yes—at least the life
of the artist.”

¢ The paraphrase of the original is yours, signorina—words
and musicboth. AmInotright? Yoursilence answers,‘yes.’
Will you pardon me if I say that, though there can be no doubt
of thie new beauty you have given to the vld song, I think that
the moral of the old was the sounder one, the truer to human
life. We do not go on to the last duped by an illusion. If
enamoured by the shadow on the waters, still we do look around
us and discover the image it reflects.”

Isaura shook her hedd gently, but made no answer. On the
table before her there were a few myrtle sprigs and one or two
buds from the last winter rose, which she had been arranging
into a simple nosegay ; she took up these, and abstractcdly
began to pluck and scatter the rose leaves.

¢ Despise the coming May flowers if you will, they will svon
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artist; a tailor does the same ; a man writes a gaudy melodrame,
a spasmodic song, a sensational novel, and straightway he calls
himeelf an artist, and indulges in a pedantic jargon about
‘essence ' aud ‘form,’ assuring us that a poet we can under-
stand wants essence, and a poet we can scan wants foim.
Thank Heaven, I am not vain enough to call myself artist. I
have written some very dry lucubrations in periodicals, chfefly
political, or critical upon other subjects than art. But why,
@ propos of M. Rameau, did you ask me that question respect-
ing myself 1"

“ Because much in your conversation,” answered Isaura, in
rather a mournful toue, ‘““made me suppose you had more
aymdpathies with art and its cultivators than you cared to avow.
And if you had such sympathies, you would comprehend what
a relief it is to & poor aspirant to art like myself to come into
communication with those who devote themselves to any art
distinct from the common pursuits of the world ; what a relicf
it is to escape from the ordinary talk of society. There isa
sort of instinctive freemasonry among us, including masters aud
disciples, and one art has a fellowship with other arts ; mine is
but song and music, yet 1 feel attracted toward a sculptor,
a painter, a romance-writer, a poet, as much as toward a singer,
a musician. Do you understand why I cannot contemn M.
Rameau as you do? I differ from his tastes in literature ; I
do not much admire such of his writings as I have read ; I grant
that he over-estimates his own genius, whatever that be—yet
I like to converse with him: he is a struggler upward, though
with weak wings, or with erring footsteps, like myself.”

¢ Mademoiselle,” said Graham, earnestly, I cannot say how
I thank you for this candour. Do not condemn me for abusing
it, if—" He Raused.

“If what?

«“1If I, so much older than yourself—I do not say only in
years, but in the experience of life—I, whose lot is cast among
those busy and ‘positive’ pursuits which necessarily quicken
that unromantic faculty called common sense—if, I say, the
deep interest with which you must inspire all whom you admit
into an acquaintance, even as unfamiliar as that now betwcen
us, makes me utter one caution, such as might be uttered by a
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upon human breasts ; how I sought to combat your own depre-
ciation of its rank among the elevating agencies of humanity ;
how, too, I said that no man could venture to ask you to
renounce the boards, the lamps—resign the fame of actress, of
singer. Well, now that you accord to me the title of friend,
now that you so touchingly remind me that you are an orphan
—thinking of all the perils the young and the beautiful of your
sex must encounter when they abandon private life for public
—1I think that a true friend might put the question, *Can you
resign the fame of actress, of singer § ”

“ ] will answer you frankly. The profession which once
seemed to me so alluring began to lose its chaims in my eyes
- some months ago. It wasyour words very eloquently expressed
on the ennobling effects of music and song upon a popular an-
dience, that counteracted the growing distaste to rendering up
my whole life to the vocation of the stage. DBut now I think I
should feel grateful to the friend whose advice interpreted the
voice of my own heart, and bade me relinquish the career of
actress.”

Graham’s face grew radiant. But whatever might have heen
bis reply, it was arrested ; voices and footsteps were heard
bchins. He turned round and saw the Venosta, the Savarins,
and Gustave Rameau.

Isaura heard and saw also, started in a sort of alarmed con-
fusion, and then instinctively retreated toward the arbour.

Graham hurried on to meet the signora and the visitors,
giving time to Isaura to compose herself by arresting them in
the pathway with conventional salutations.

A few minutes later Isaura joined them, and there was talk
to which Graham scarcely listened, though he shared in it by
abstracted monosyllables. He declined going into the house,
and took leave at the gate. In parting his eyes fixed themselves
on Isaura. Gustave Rameaun was by her side.  That nosegiv
which had been left in the arbour was in her hand ; and though
she was bending over it, she did not now pluck and scatter the
rose leaves. Graham at that moment felt no jealousy of the
fair-faced young poet beside her.

As he walked slowly back, he muttered to himself, ¢ But am
Iyet in the position to hold myself wholly free ¥ AmI, am I §
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and shrinks from the cold—that the worldling should wed the
worldling, the artist the artist. Can the realist and the idealist
blend together, and hold together till death and beyond death $
If not, can there be true love between them ¥ By true love, I
mean the love which interpenetrates the soul, and once given,
can never die. Oh, Eulalie—answer me—answer |

“P.S.—I have now fully made up my mind to renounce all
thought of the stage.”

FROM MADAME DE GRANTMESNIL TO ISAURA CICOGNA,

“ MY DEAR CHILD,—How your mind has grown since you
left me, the sanguine and aspiring votary of an art which, of
all arts, brings the most immediate reward to a successful cul-
tivator, and is in itself so divine in its immediate effects upon
human souls! Who shall say what may be the after-results of
those effects which the waiters on posterity presume to despise
because they are immediate? A dull man, to whose mind a
ray of that vague starlight undetected in the atmosphere of
work-day life has never yet travelled ; to whom the philosopher,
the preacher, the poet appeal in vain—nay, to whom the con-
ceptions of the grandest master of instrumental music are
incomprehensible ; to whom Beethoven unlocks no portal in
heaven ; to whom Rossini has no mysteries on earth unsolved
by the critics of the pit—suddenly hears the human voice of
the human singer, and at the sound of that voice the walls
which inclosed him fall. The something far from and beyond
the routine of his commonplace existence becomes known to
him. He of himself, poor man, can make nothing of it. He
cannot put it down on paper, and say the next morning, ‘I
am an inch nearer to heaven than I was last night ;’ but the
feeling that he is an inch nearer to heaven ahides with him.
Unconsciously he is gentler, he is less earthly, and, in being
nearer to heaven, he is stronger for earth. You singers do not
seem to me to understand that you have—to use your own
word, B0 much in vogue that it has become abused and trite—
@ mission / When you talk of missions, from whom comes the
mission  Not from men. If there be a missivn from man to
men, it must be appointed from on high.
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writer of superior genius communicates to his admirers ! how
truly do you feel that the greater is the dissatisfaction in pro
portion to the writer's genius, and the admirer's conception
of it! But that is the mystery which makes—let me borrow
a German phrase—the cloud-lund between the finite and the infi-
nite. e greatest philosopher, intent on the sccrets of Nature,
feels that dissatisfaction in Nature herself.  The finite cannot
reduce into logic and criticism the infinite.

“Let us dismiss these matters, which perplex the reason,
and approach that which touches the heart—which in your case,
my child, touches the heart of woman. You speak of love,
and deem that the love which lasts—the lhouschold, the con-
jugal love—should be based upon such sympathies of pursuit
that the artist should wed with the artist.

“ Thisis one of the questions you do well to address to me;
for whether from my own experience, or from that which I
have gained from observation extended over a wide range of
life, and quickened and intensified by the class of writing that
I cultivate, and which necessitates a calm study of the passivns,
Iam an authority on such subjects better than most women
can be. And alas! my child, I come to this result : there is
no prescribing to men or to women whom to select, whom to
refuse. I cannot refute the axiom of the ancient poct, ‘Inlove
there is no wherefore.” But there is a time—it s often but a
moment of time—in which love is not yet a master, in which
we can say, ‘T will love—! will not love.’

“ Now, if I could find you in such a moment, I would say to
you, ‘Artist, do not love—do not marry—an artist.” Two
artistic natures rarely combine. The artistic nature is wonder
fully exacting. 1 fear it is supremely egotistical—so jealously
sensitive that it writhes at the touch of a rival. Racine was
the hax,:fiest of husbands ; his wife adored his genius, but could
not understand his plays. Would Raciue have been happy if
he had married a Corneille in petticoats ¥ 1 who speak have
loved an artist, certainly equal to myself. I am sure that he
loved me. That sympathy in pursuits of which you speak diew
us together, and became very soon the cause of antipathy. To
both of us the endeavour to coalesce was misery.

¢ don’t know your M. Rameau. Savarin has sent me some
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a romance of sentiment, a love of art, a predisposition toward
the poetic side of life, which is very rare among Englishmen of
the same class. But as the German is not forthcoming, T give
my vote for the Englishman, provided only you love him.  Ah,
child, be sure of that. Do not mistake fancy for Jove. Al
women do not require love in marriage, but without it that
which is best and highest in you would wither and die. Write
to me often and tell me all. M. Savarin is right. My book
is no longer my companion. It is gone from me, and I am
once more alone in the world.—Yours affectionately.

“P.S.—Is not your postscript a woman’s? Does it not
require a woman'’s postscript in reply 7 You say in yours that
you have fully made up your mind to renounce all thoughts of
the stage. 1 ask in mine, ¢ What has the Englishman to do
with that determination 1’ ”

CHAPTER IV.

OME weeks have passed since Grali:.m’s talk with Isaura
) in the garden ; he has not visited the villa since. - His
cousins the D’Altons have passed through Paris on their
way to Italy, meaning to stay a few days ; they stayed nearly a
month, and monopolized much of Graham’s companionship.
.Both these were reasons why, in the habitual society of the
Duke, Graham’s persuasion that he was not yet free to court
the hand of Isaura became strengthencd, and with that persna-
sion necessarily came a question equally addressed to his
conscience : “ If not yet free to court her hand, am I free to
myself to the temnptation of seeking to win her affec-
tion?” But when his cousin was gone, his heart began to
assert its own rights, to argue its own case, and suggest modes
of reconciling its dictates to the obligations which scemed to
them. In this Liesitating state of mind he received tha
following note :—
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ibly love you? Now I think that shyness and that disbe-
ief are common with either man or woman, if, however con-
scious of superiority in the prose of life, he or she recognizes
inferiority in the poetry of it. And yet this sclf-abasement is
exceedingly mistaken. The poetical kind of genius is so graudly
indulgent, so inherently deferential, bows with such unaffected
modesty to the superiority in which it fears it may fail (yet
seldom does fail)—the suﬁeriorit,y of common-sense. And
when we come to women, what marvellous truth is conveyed by
the woman who has had no superior in intellectual gifts among
her own sex! Corinne, crowned at the Capitol, selects out of
the whole world, as the hero of her love, no rival poet and en
thusiast, but a cold-blooded, sensible Er:glishman.

Graham Vane, in his stiong masculine form of intellect—
Graham Vane, from whom I xﬁ'ope much, if he live to fulfil his
rightful career—had, not unreasonably, the desire to dominate
the life of the woman whom die selected as the partner of his
own. But.the life of Isaura seemed to escape him. If at
moments, listening to her, he would say to himself, “ What a
companion !—life could never be dull with her”—at other
moments he would say, “True, never dull, but would it be
always safe 1” And tnen comes in that mysterious power of
love which crushes ail beneath its feet, and makes us end self-
commune by that abject submission of reason, which only mur
murs, ‘ Better be unhappy with the one you love, than happy
with one whom you do not.” All such self communes were
unknown to Isaura. She lived in the bliss of the hour. It
Graham could have read her heart, he would have dismissed all
doubt whether he could dominate her life. Could a Fate or
an angel have said to her, *“ Choose—on one side I promise
you the giories of a Catalini, a Pasta, a Sappho, a De Staél, a
George Sand—all combined into one immortal name ; or, on
the other side, the whole heart of the man who would estrange
himself from you if you had such combination of glories "—
her answer would have brought Graham Vane to her feet ; all
scruples, all doubts would have vanished ; he would have ex-
claimed, with the generosity inherent in the higher order of
man, * Be glorious, if your nature wills it so.  Glory enough to
me thdt you would have resigned glory itself to become mine.”

M






$00K 1V. THE PARISIANS 198

g::a, in Madame Savarin. That lady, as much attached to
ra a8 was Mrs. Morley herself, and still more desirous of
seeing a girl, brilliant and parentless, transferred from the
companionship of Signora Veuosta to the protection of a hus-
band, entertained no belief in the serious attentions of Graham
Vane. Perhaps she exaggerated his worldly advantages—per-
haps she undervalued the warmth of his affections ; but it was
not within the range of her experience, confined much to Pari-
sian life, nor in harmony with her notions of the frigidity and
morgus of the English national character, that a rich and high-
born young man, to whom a great career in practical public life
was predicted, should form a matrimonial alliance with a foreign
orphan girl who, if of gentle birth, had no useful connections,
would bring no correspondent dof, and had been reared and in-
tended for the profession of the stage. She much more feared
that the result of any attentions on the part of such a man
would be rather caleulated to compromise the orphan’s name,
or at least to mislead her expectations, than to secure her the
shelter of a wedded home. Moreover, she had cherished plans
of her own for Isaura’s future. Madame Savarin had conceived
for Gustave Rameau a friendly regard, stronger than that which
Mrs. Morley entertained for Graham Vane, for it was more
motherly. Gustave had been familiarized to her sight and her
thoughts since he had first been launched into the literary
world under her husband’s auspices ; he had confided to her
his mortification in his failures, his joy in his successes. His
beautiful countenance, his delicate health, his very infirmities
and defects, had endeared him to her womanly heart. Isaura
was the wife of all others who, in Madame Savarin’s opinion,
was made for Rameau. Her fortune, so trivial beside the
wealth of the Englishman, would be a competence to Rameau ;
then that competence might swell into vast riches if Isaura
succeeded on the stage. She found with extreme displeasure
that Isaura’s mind had become estranged from the profession
to which she had been destined, and divined that a deterence
to the Englishman’s prejudices had something to do with that
estrangement. It wasnot to be expected that a Frenchwoman,
wife to a sprightly man of letters, who ha:l intimate friends and
allies in every department of the artistic world, shuuld cherish
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from lovers of books in summer holidays. Savarin was a critic
by profession ; Graham Vane, if not that, at least owed such
literary reputation as he had yet gained to essays in which the
rare critical faculty was conspicuously developed.

It was pleasant to hear the clash of these two minds encoun-
tering each other ; they differed perhaps less in opinions than
in the mode by which opinions are discnssed. The English-
man'’s range of reading was wider than the Frenchman’s, and
his scholarship more accurate ; but the Frenchman had a com-

t neatness of expression, a light and mimble grace, whether
in the advancing or the retreat of his argument, which covered
deficiencies, and often made them appear like merits. Graham
was compelled, indeed, to relinquish many of the forces of
superior knowledge or graver eloquence which, with less lively
antagonists, he could have brought into the field, for the witty
sarcasm of Savarin would have turned them aside as pedantry
or- declamation. But though Graham was neither dry nor
diffuse, and the happiness at his heart brought out the gaiety of
homour which had been his early characteristic, and yet rendered
his familiar intgrcourse genial and playful—still there was this
distinction between his humour and Savarin’s wit, that in the
first there was always something earnest, in the last always
something mocking. And in criticism Graham seemed ever
anxious to bring out a latent beauty, even in writers com-
paratively neglected. Savarin was acutest when dragging forth
a blemish never before discovered in writers universally read.

Graham did not perhaps notice the profound attention with
which Isaura listened to him in these intellectual skirmishes
with the more glittering Parisian. There was this distinetion
she made between him and Savarin; when the last spoke she
often chimed in with some happy sentiment of her own ; but
she never interrupted Graham— never intimated a dissent from
his theories of art,or the deductions he drew from them ; and
she would remain silent and thoughtful forsome minutes when
his voice ceased. There was passing from his mind into hers
an ambition which she imagined, poor girl, that he would be
pleased to think he had inspired, and which might become a
new bond of sympathy between them. But as yet the ambi-
tion was vague and timid—an idea or a dream to be fulfilled
in some indefinite future,
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The last night of this short-lived holiday-time the party,
after staying out on the lake to a later hour than usual, stood
lingering still on the lawn of the villa ; and their host, who was
rather addicted to superficial studies of the positive sciences,
including, of course, the most popular of all, astronomy, kept
his guests politely listening to speculative conjectures on the
probable size of the inhabitants of Sirius—that very distant and
very gigantic inhabitant of heaven who has led philosophers
into mortifying reflections upon the utter insignificance of onr
own poor little planet, capable of producing nothing greater
than Shakspeares and Newtons, Aristotles and Ceesars—mani-
kins, no doubt, beside intellects proportioned to the size of the
world in which they flourish.

As it chanced, Isaura and Graham were then standing close
to cach other and a little apart from the rest. “It is very
strange,” said Graham, langhing low, “ how little I care about
Sirius. e is the sun of some other system, and is perhaps
not habitable at all, except by Salamanders. He cannot be
one of thestars with which I have estahlishet;l familiar acquaint-
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heavenly. America is to extinguish Europe, and then Sirius
is to extinguish the world.”

“Not for some millions of years; time to look about us,”
said the Colonel, gravely. ‘But I certainly differ from those
who maintain that Sirius recedes from us. I say that he ap-
proaches. The principles of a body so enlightened must be
those of K.rﬁ)gress.” Then, addressing Graham in English, he
added, “ There will be a mulling in this fogified planet some
day, I predicate. Sirius is a keener/”

T have not imagination lively enough to interest myself in
the destinies of Sirius in connection with our planet at a date
so remote,” said Graham, smiling. Then he added in a whis-

to Isaurs, “ My imagination does not carry me further than
to wonder whether this day twelvemonth—the 8th of July—
we two shall both be singling out that same star, and gazing on
it as now, side by side.”

This was the sole utterance of that sentiment in which’ the
romance of love is so rich that the Englishman addressed to
Isaura during those memorable summer days at Enghien,

CHAPTER V.

HE next morning the party broke up. Letters had been
delivered both to Savarin and to Graham which, even
had the day for departure not been fixed, would have

summoned them away. On reading his letter, Savarin’s brow
became clouded. He made a sign to his wife after breakfast,
and wandered away with her down an alley in thelittle garden.
His trouble was of that nature which a wife either soothes or
aggravates, according sometimes to her habitual frame of mind,
sometimes to the mood of temper in which she may chance to
be—a household trouble, a pecuniary trouble.

Savarin was by no means an extravagant man. His mode of
living, though elegant and hospitable, was modest compared to
that of many French authors inferior to himself in the fame
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which at Paris brings a very good return in francs. But his
station itself as the head of a powerful literary clique necessitated
many expenses which were too congenial to his extreme good-
nature to be regulated by strict prudence. His hand was
always open to distressed writers and struggling artists, and
his sole income was derived from his pen and a journal in which
he was chief editor and formerly sole proprietor. But that
journal had of late not prospered.  He had sold or pledged a
considerable share in the proprietorship. He had been com-
pelled also to borrow a sum large for him, and the debt,
obtained from a retired bourgeois who lent out hie moneys “ by
way,” he said, “ of maintaining an excitement and interest in
life,” would in a few days become due. The letter was not
from that creditor, but it was from his publisher, containing a
very disagreeable statement of accounts, pressing for settlement,
and deelining an offer of Savarin’s for a new book (not yet
begun) except on terms that the author valued himself too
highly to accept. Altogether the sitnation was unpleasant.
There were many times in which Madame Savarin presumed to
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ears, who can be wonderfully affectionate, wonderfully sensible ;
admirable wives and mothers, and yet are deficient in artistic
sympathies with artistic natures. ~ Still, a really good honest
wife is such an incalculable blessing to her lord, that, at the
end of the talk in the solitary «allée, this man of exquisite
Jfinesse, of the undefinable high-bred temperament, and, alas !
the painfully morbid susceptibility, which belong to the
genuine artistic character, emerged into the open sunlit lawn
with his crest uplifted, his lip curled upward in its joyous
mockery, and perfectly persuaded that somehow or other he
should put down the offensive publisher, and pay off the «fteind
ins creditor when the day for payvment came. Sull be had
judgment enough to know that to do this he must get back to
Parns, and could not dawdle away precious hours in discussing
the principles of poetry with Graham Vane.

There was only one thing, apart from “ the begging hat.’
in which Savarin dissented from his wife.  She suggested his
starting a new journal in conjunction with Gustave Ramecau.
upon whose genius and the expectations to be formed from it
(here she was tacitly thinking of Isaura wedded to Ramean,
and more than a Malibran on the stage) she insisted vehemently.
Savarin did not thus estimate Gustave Rameau—thought hun
a clever, promising young writer in a very bad school of writing,
who might do well some day or other. Dut that a Ramecan
could help a Savarin to make a fortune! No ; at that idea ne
opened his eyes, patted his wife's shoulder, and called her
“ enfanl.”

Graham’s letter was from M. Renard, and ren thus @

¢ MoNSIEUR,—I had the honour to call at your apartment
this morning, and I write this line to the address given o, me
by your concierge, to say that I have been fortunate enomgh t
ascertain that the relation o. the missing lady is now at Paris,
1 shall hold myself in readiness toattend your summnous.-—
Deign to accept, Monsieur, the assurance of my profound con-
sideration.

“J. RENARD.”

" This communication sufficed to put Graham into very high
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spirits. Anything that promised success to his research seemed
to deliver his thoughts from a burden and his will from a
fetter.  Perhaps in a few days he might frankly and honour-
ably say to Isaura words which would justify his retaining
longer, and pressing more ardently, the delicate hand which
trembled in his as they took leave.

On arriving at Paris, Graham dispatched a note to M. Renard
requesting to see him, and received a brief line in reply that
M. Renard feared that he should be detained on other and im
portant business till the evening, but hoped to call at eight
o'clock. A few minutes before that hour he entered Graham's
apartment. "

“ You have discovered the uncle of Louise Duval |” ex-
claimed Graham ; * of course you mean M. de Mauléon, and
ke is at Paris " :

“True so far, monsieur ; but do not be too sanguine as to
the results of the information I can give yon. Permit me, as
briefly as possible, to state the circumstances. When you
acquainted me with the fact that M. de Mauléon was the uncle
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by this man—articles evading the censure and penalties of the
law, but very mischievous in their tone. All who bad come into
familiar communication with this person were impressed with a
sense of his powers; and also with a vague belief that he
belonged to a higher class in breeding and education than that
of a petty agent de change. My colleague set himself to watch
the man, and took occasions of business at his little office to enter
into talk with him. Not by personal appearance, but by voice,
hecame to a conclusion that the man was not wholly a strangerto
him ; a peculiar voice with a slight Norman breadth of pronun-
ciation, though a Parisian accent ; a voice very low, yet very
distinct—very masculine, yet very gentle. My colleague was
puzzled, till late one evening he observed the man coming out
of the house of one of these rich malcontents, the rich malcon-
tent himself accompanying him. My colleague, availing himself
of the dimness of light, as the two passed into a lane which led
to the agent’s apartment, contrived to keep close behind and
listen to their conversation.  But of this he heard nothing—
only when, at the end of the lane, the rich man turned
abruptly, shook his companion warmly by the hand, and parted
from him saying, ¢ Never fear ; all shall go right with you, my
dear Victor.” At the sound of that name * Victor, my col-
league’s memories, before so confused, became instantaneously
clear. Previous to entering our service, he had been in the
horse business—a votary of the turf; as such he had often
seen the brilliant ¢sportman,’ Victor de Mauléon ; sometimes
talked to him. Yes, that was the voice—the slight Norman
intonation (Victor de Mauléon’s father had it strongly, and
Victor had passed some of his early childboed in Normandy),
the subdued modulation of speech which had made so polite the
offence to men, or so winning the courtship to women—that was
Victor de Mauléon. But why there in that disguise ¥ What
was his real business and object? My confrére had no time
allowed to him to prosecute such inquiries. ~ Whether Victor
or the rich malcontent had observed him at their heels, and
feared he might have overheard their words, I know not; but
the next day appeared in one of the popular journals circulating
among the ouoriers, a paragraph stating that a Paris spy had
been seen at Lyons, warning ali honest men against his machi-
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nations, and containing a tolerably accurate description of his
person. And that very day, on venturing forth, my estimable
colleague suddenly found himself hustled by a ferocious throng,
from whose hands he was with great difficulty rescued by the
municipal guard. He left Lyons that night ; and for recornpense
of his services received a sharp reprimand from his chief. He
had committed the worst offence in our profession, trup dJe sile.
Having only heard the outlines of this story from another, I
repaired to my confrére, after my last interview with mousicur,
and learned what 1 now tell you from his own lips.  As he was
not in my branch of the service, I could not order him to
return to Lyons: and I doubt whether his chief would have
allowed it.  But T went to Lyons myself, and there ascgrtained
that our supposed Vicomte had left that town for Parixsome
months ago. not long after the adventure of my culleague.
The man bore a very good character generally—was said to be
very honest and inoffensive ; and the notice taken of lhim by
persons of higher rank was attributed generally to a resp: ¢t tor
his talents, and not on account of any sympathy in political
opinions. I found that the confrére mentioned, and whoe alune
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first train starting for Lille upon an important political investi-
gation which brooked no delay. He will be back in a few days,
and then monsieur shall have the description.”

“ Nay : I think I will seize time by the forclock, and try my
chance to-night. If the man be really a conspirator, and it looks
likely enough, who knows but what he may see quick reason to
take alarm and vanish from Paris at any hour? Café Jean
Jacques, Rue ; T will go. Stay; you have seen Victor de
Mauléon in his youth : what was he like then 2"

¢ Tall—slender—but brra1.shouldered—very erect —carry-
ing his head high—a pr- usim of dark curls—a small black
moustache—fairclear con: lexion— " -ht-coloured eyes with dark
lashes—fort bel homme. 1ut he will no lvok like that now.”

“ His presentage ?”

“ Forty seven or forty-eight. Du. bef .rec you go, I must beg
you to consider well what you are wvout. It is evident that
M. de Mauléon has some strong reason, whatever it be, for
merging his identity in that of Jean Lebean. I presume, there-
fore, that you could scarcely go up to M. Lebeau, when you
have discovered him, and say, ¢ Pray, M. le Ficomte, can you
give me some tidings of your nicce, Louise Duval?’ If you
thus accosted him, you might possibly bring sume danger on
{our’s'elf, but you would certainly gain no information from

im.
 True.”

¢ On the other hand, if you make his acquaintance as M.
Lebeau, how can you assume him to know anything about
Louise Duval?”

¢ Parblew! M. Renard, you try to toss me aside on both horns
of the dilemma ; Lut it scems to me that, if I once make his
acquaintance as M. Lebeau, I might gradually and cautiously
fetj my way as to the best mode of putting the question to
which I seek a reply. I suppose, too, that the man must be in
very poor circumstances to adopt so humble a calling, and that
a small sum of money may smooth all difficulties.”

I am not so sure of that,” said M Renard, thoughtfully ;
“but grant that money may do so, and grant also that the
Vicomte, being a needy man, has become a very unscrupulous
one—is there anything in your motives for discovering Louise
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Duval which might occasion you trouble and annoyance, if it
were divined by a needy and unscrupulous man $—anything
which might give him a power of threat or exactiont Mind,
I am not asking you to tell me any secret you have reasons for
concealing, but I suggest that it might be prudent if you did
not let M. Lebeau know your real name and rank—if, in short,
you could follow his example, and adopt a disguise. But no;
when T think of it, you would doubtless be so unpractised in
the art of disguise that he would dctect you at once to be other
than you seem ; and if suspecting you of spying into his secrets,
and if those secrets be really of a political nature, your very
life might not be safe.”

“Thank you for that hint—the disguise is an excellent idea,
and combines amusement with precaution. That this Victor
de Mauléon must be a very unprincipled and dangerous man is,
I think, abundautly clear. Granting that he was innocent of
all design ot robbery in the affair of the jewels, still, the offence
which he did own—that of admitting himself at night by a
false key into the rooms of a wife, whom he sought to surprise
or terrify into dishonour—was a villanous action ; and his
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which they are represented in French or German caricatures—
loose jacket of tweed, with redundant pockets, waistcoat to
match, short dust-coloured trowsers. He had combed his hair
straight over his forehead, which, as I have said somewhere
before, appeared in itself to alter the character of his counte-
nance, and, without any resort to paints or cosmetics, had
somehow or other given to the expression of his face an impu-
dent, low-bred expression, with a glass screwed on to his right
eye ; such a look as a cockney journeyman, wishing to pass for
a “swell ” about town, may cast on a servant-maid in the pit ot
a suburban theatre.

«“Will it do, old fellow 3” he exclaimed, in a rollicking,
swaggering tone of voice, speaking French with a villanous
British accent.

“ Perfectly,” said Renard, laughing. “I offer my compli-
ments, and 1if ever you are ruined, monsieur, I will promise you,
a place in our police. Only one caution—take care not to
overdo your part.”

“Ri A quarter to nine—I'm off.”

CHAPTER VL
@HERE is generally a brisk exhilaration of spirits in the

return of any special amusement or light accomplish-
ment associated with the pleasant memories of earlier
youth ; and remarkably so, I belicve, when the amusement or
accomplishment has been that of the amateur stage player.
Certainly I have known persons of very grave pursuits, of very
dignified character and position, who seem to rezain the vivacity
of boyhood when disguising look and voice for a part in some
drawing-room comedy or charade. I might name statesmen
of solemn repute rejoicing to raise and to join in a laugh st
their expense in such travesty of their habitual selves.
The reader must not, therefore, be surprised, nor, I trust,
deem it inconsistent with the more serious attributes of Gra-

’
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ham’s character, if the Englishman felt the sort of joyous
excitement I describe, as, in his way to the Cufé Jeun Jacques,
he meditated the 76le he had undertaken ; and the joyousness
was heightened beyoud the mere holiday sense of humouristic
pleasantry by the sanguine hope that much to affect his lasting
happiness might result from the success of the object for which
his disguise was assumed.

It was just twenty minutes past nine when he arrived at the
Cufé Jean Juegques. He dismissed the fitcre and entered. The
apartment devoted to customers comprised two large rooms.
The first was the café properly speakiug ; the second, openin
on it, was the billiard-room. (.;omu,t.m.ng that he shoul
probably find the person of whom he was in quest employed at
the billiard-table, Graham passed thither at ouce. A tall man,
who might be seven-and-forty, with a long black beard slightly
grizzled, was at play with a young man of pexlmps twenty-eight,
who gave him odds-—as better players of twenty eight ought
to give odds to a player, though oviginally of equal fone whose
eve is not so qnick, whose hand is not so steady, as they were
twenty yewrs azo. Said Graham to himself, ¢ The bearded
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comes out as he has done to-night ; but to-night he has stcadied
his hand. He has had six pelits verres.”

¢ Ah, indeed! Do you know his name?”

1 should think so ; he buried my father, my two aunts, and
my wife.”

“ Buried ” said Graham, more and more British in his accent ;
“I don’t understand.”

“ Monsieur, you are English.”

“1 confess it.”

“ And a stranger to the Faubourg Montmartre.'

“True.”

¢ Or you would have heard of M. Giraud, the liveliest mem-
ber of the State Company for conducting funerals. They are
going to play La Poule.”

¢ Much disconcerted, Graham retreated into the café, and
seated himself hap-hazard at one of the small tables. Glancing
round the room, he saw no one in whom he could conjecture
the once brilliant Vicomte.

The company appeared to him sufficiently decent, and especi-
ally what may be called local. There were some blouses drinking
wine, no doubt of the cheapest and thinnest ; some in rough,
coarse dresses, drinking beer. These were evidently English,
Belgian, or German artisans. At one table four young men,
who looked like small journeymen, were playing cards. At
three other tables men older, better dressed, probably shop-
keepers, were playing dominoes. Graham scrutinized these
last, but among then;all could detect no one corresponding to
his ideal of the Vicomte de Mauléon. ¢ Probably,” thought
he, “I am too late, or perhaps he will not be here this evening.
At all events, I will wait a quarter of an hour.” Then, the
gargon approaching his table, he deemed it necessary to call for
something, and, still in strong English accent, asked for lemon.
ade and an evening journal. The gargon nodded, and went his
way. A monsienr at the round table next his own politely
bhanded to him the Galignani, saying in very good English,
though unmistakably the good English of a Frenchman, “The
English journal, at your service.”

rabam bowed his head, accepted the Galignani, and inspec.ed
his courteous neighbour. A more respectable-locking man no
N
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Englishman could see in an English country town. He wore
an unpietending flaxen wig. with limp whiskers that met at
the chin, and might originally have been the same colour as
the wig, but were now of a pale gray—no beard, no moustache.
He was dressed with the scrupulous cleanliness of a sober citi-
zen—a high white neckcloth, with a large old-fashioned pin,
containing a little knot of hair, covered with glass or crystal,
and hordered with a black frame-work, in which were inscribed
letters—evidently a mourning pin, hallowed to the memory of
a lost spouse or chill—a man who, in England, might be the
mayor of a cathedral town, at least the town-clerk. He secmed
suffering from some infirmity of vision, for he wore green
spectacles. The expression of his face was very mild and gentle;
apparently he was about sixty years old—somewhat more.

Graham took kindly to his neighbour, insomuch that, in re-
turn for the Gulignuni, he offered him a cigar, lighting one
himself.

His neighbour refused politely.

¢ Merci? 1 never smoke—never ; mon médecin forbids it.
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“I won the first, and lost the second through the defect of
my eye-sight ; the game depended on a stroke which would
have been easy to an infant—I missed it.”

Here the dominoes arrived, and M. Georges began shuffling
them ; the other turned to Graham and asked politely if he
understood the gumne.

* A little, but not enough to comprehiend why it is said to
require so much skill.”

“Itis chiefly@n affair of memory with me ; but M. Georges,
my opponent, has the talent of combination, which I hLave
not.”

¢« Nevertheless,” replied M. Georges, gruffly, “ you are not
easily beaten ; it is for you to play first, M. Lebeau.”

Graham almost started. Was it possible ¥ This mild, limp-
whiskered, flaxen-wigged man, Victor de Mauléon, the Don
Juan of his time ; the last person in the room he should have
guessed. Yet, now examining his neighbour with more atten-
tive eye, he wondered at his stupidity in not having 1ecognized
at once the ci-devant gentilhomme and beau gargon. 1t happens
frequently that our 1magination plays us this trick ; we form
to ourselves an idea of some one eminent for good or for evil—
& poet, a statesman, a general, a murderer, a swindler, a thief:
the man is before us, and our ideas have gone into so difierent
& groove that he does not excite a suspicion. Weare told who
he is, and immediately detect a thousand things that ought to
" have proved his identity.

Looking thus again with rectified visiun at the false Lebean,
Graham observed an elegance and delicacy of feature which
might., in youth, Lave made the countenance very handsome,
and rendered it &till good-looking, nay, prepossessing. He

w noticed, too, the slight Norman accent, its native harsh-
ness of breadth subdued into the modulated tones which he-
spoke the habits of polished society. Above all, ag M. Lelwau
moved his dominoes with one hand, not shielding his picecs
with the other(as M. Georges warily did), but allowing it 10
rest carelessly on the table, he detected the hands of the I'rer ch
aristocrat ; hands that hal never done work—never (like tho:e
of the English noble of equal birth) been embrowned or frecked,
or roughened or enlarged by carly practice in athletic sports ;
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iour rooms and provide you with coffee—or tea, which you
nglish K{efer—if you breakfast at home.”

Here M. Georges handed a card to Graham, and asked what
hour he would call.

“ About twelve, if that hour is convenient,” said Graham,
rising. “I presume there is a restaurant in the neighbourhood
where I could dine reasonably.”

“ Je crois bien—half a dozen. I can recommend to you one
where you can dine en prince for 30 sous. And if you are at
Paris on business, and want any letters written in private, I
can also recommend to you my friend here, M. Lebeau. Ay,
and on affairs his advice is as gooil as a lawyer’s, and his fee a
bagatelle.”

“Don’t believe all that M. Georges so flatteringly says of
me,” put in M. Lebeau, with a modest half smile, and in Eng-
lish. “1I should tell you that I, like yourself, amn recently
arrived at Paris, having bought the business and good-will of
my predecessor in the apartment I occupy ; and it is only to the
respect due to his antecedents, and on the score of a few letters
of recommendation which I bring from Lyons, that I can attri-
bute the confidence shown to me, a stranger in this neighbour-
hood. Still T have some knowledge of the worll, and am
always glad if I can be of service to the English. I love the
English :” he said this with a sort of melancholy earnestness
which seemed sincere, and then added in a more carcless tone,
¢ I have met with such kindness from them in the course of a
checkered life.”

¢ You seem a very good fellow—in fact, a regular trump, M.
Lebeau,” replied Graham, in the same language. “ Give me
your address. To say truth I am a poor French scholar, as you
must bave seen, and am awfully bother-headed how to manage
some correspondence on matters with which I am entrusted
by my employer, so that it is & lucky chance which has
brought me acquainted with you.”

M. Lebeau inclined his head gracefully, and drew from
a very neat morocco case a card, which Graham took and
pocketed. Then he paid for his coffee and lemonade, and
retarned home well satisfied with the evening’s adventure.
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CHAPTER VIL

“YHE next morning Graham sent for M. Renard, and con-

‘tg sulted with that experienced functionary as to the

details of the plan of action which he had revolved
during the hours of a sleepless night.

“In conformity with your advice,” said he, “not to expose
myself to the chance of future annoyance, by confiding to a man
so dangerous as the false Lebeau my name and address, I pro-
pose to take the lodging offered to me as Mr. Lamb, an
attorney’s clerk, commissioned to get in certain debts, and
transact other matters of business, on behalf of Lis employer's
clients. I suppose there will be no difficulty with the police in
this change of name, now that passports for the English are not
necessary?}”

* Certainly not.  You will have no trouble in that respect.”
I shall thus be enabled very naturally to in‘1p1;ov‘e acquain-

e
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made an appointment to meet Graham at a café near the Templo
later in the afternoon, and took his departure.

Graham then informed his laquais de place that, though he
kept on his lodgings, he was going into the country for a few
days, and should not want the man’s services till he returned.
He therefore dismissed and paid him off at once, so that the
laquais might not observe, when he quitted his rooms the
next day, that he took with him no change of clothes, ete.

CHAPTER VIIL

RAHAM VANE has been for some days in the apart-
ment rented of M. Georges. He takes it in the name
-of Mr. Lamb—a name wisely chosen, less common
than Thomson and Smith, less likely to be supposed an assumed
name, yet common enough not to be able to trace it to any
special family. He appears, as he had proposed, in the charac-
ter of an agent employed by a solicitor in London to execute
sundry commissions, and to collect certain outstanding debts.
There is no need to mention the name of the solicitor ; if there
were, he could give the name of his own solicitor, to whose
discretion he cmﬁ‘d trust implicitly. He dresses and acts up to
his assumed character with the skill of a man who, like the
illustrious Charles Fox, has, though in private representations,
practised the stage-play in which Demosthenes said the triple
art of oratory consisted—who has seen a great deal of the
world, and has that adaptability of intellect which knowledge
of the world lends to one who is so thoroughly in carnest as to
his end that he agrees to be sportive as to his means.

The kind of language he employs when speaking English to
Lebeau is that suited to the 76le of a dapper young underling
of vulgar mind habituated to vulgar companionships. T feel
it due, if not to Graham himself, at least to the memory of the

ignified orator whose name he inherits, so to modify aud
the hardy style of that peculiar diction in which he dis-
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guises his birth and disgraces his culture, that it is only here
and there that I can venture to indicate the general tone of it.
But in order to supply my deficiencies therein, the reader has
only to call to mind the forms of phraseology which polite
novelists in vogue, especially young lady novelists, ascribe to
well-born gentlemen, and more emphatically to those in the
higher ranks of the Peerage. No doubt Graham in his capa-
city of critic had been compelled to read, in order to review,
those comtributions to refined literature, and had familiarized
himself a to vein of conversation abounding with «swell,” and
“stunner,” and “awfully jolly,” in its libel on manners and
outrage on taste.

He has attended nightly the Café Jean Jacﬂ‘a; he has im-
proved acquaintance with M. Georges and Lebeau ; he
has played at billiards, he has played at dominoes, with the
latter. 1le has been much surprised at the unimpeachable
honesty which M. Lebeau has exhibited in both these games.
In billiards, indeed, a man cannot cheat except by disguising
his strength ; it is much the same in dominoes—it is skill com-

hinad wath Inelr ac in whiet - hnt in whict thara ara madac of
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deemed to be the tricky contrivances of tyranny. In fact, the
talk was more scornful of what Englishmen understand by
radicalism or democracy than Graham ever heard from the lips
of an ultra-Tory. It assumed a strain of philosophy far above
the vulgar squabbles of ordinary party politicians—a philoso}.hy
which took for its fundamenu\f principles the destruction of
religion and of private property. These two objects scemed
dependent the one on the other. The philosophers of the vean
Jacques held with that expounder of Internationalism, Eugene
Dupont, “ Nous ne voulons plus de religion, car les religions
étouffent l'intelligence.”® Now and then, indeed, a dissentient
voice was raised as to the existence of a Supreme Being, but,
with one exception, it soon sunk into silence. No voice was
raised in defence of private property. These sages appeared
for the most part to belong to the class of ouwriers or artizans.
Some of them were foreigners—Belgian, German, English ;
all seemed well off for their calling. Indeed, they must have
had comparatively high wages, to judge by their dress and the
money they spent on regaling themselves. The language of
several was well chosen, at times eloquent. Some brought
with them women who seemed respectable, and who often
Loined in the conversation, especially when it turned upon the

w of marriage as a main obstacle to all personal liberty and
social improvement. If this was a subject on which the
women did not all agree, still they discussed it without preju-
dice and with admirable sang-froid. Yet many of them looked
like wives and mothers. Now and then a young journeyman
brought with him a young lady of more doubtful aspect, but
such a couple kept aloof from the others. Now and then, tuo,
a man evidently of higher station tllan that of ouzricr, and
who was received by the philosophers with courtesy and re-
spect, joined one of the tables and ordered a bowl of punch tor
general participation. In such occasional visitors, Graham,
still listening, detected a writer of the press; now and then
a small artist, oractor, or medical student. Amcng the habidués
there was one man, an ouvrier, in whom Graham could not help

’-‘nimm par Eugene Dupont A 1a Cloture du Congrds du Bruxelles, Septembso 8,
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feeling an interest. He was called Monnier, sometimes more
familiarly Armand, his baptismal appellation. This man had
a bold and honest expression of countenance. He talked like
one who, if he had not read much, had thought much on the
subjects he Joved to discuss. He argued against the capital of
employers quite as ably as Mr. Mill has argued against the rights
of property in land. He was still more eloquent against the
laws of marriage and heritage. But his was the one voice not
to be silenced in favour of a Supreme Being. He had at least
the courage of his opinivns, and was always thoroughly in ear-
nest. M. Lebeau seemed to know this man, and honoured him
with a nod aud a smile, when passing by him to the table he
generally occupied. This familiarity with a man of that class,
and of - opinions so extreme, excited Graham's curiosity. Oue
evening he said to Lebeau, *“ A queer fellow that you have just
nodded to.”

“How so "

“ Well, he has queer notions.”

“ Notions shared, I believe, by many of your countrymen.”

PR IR Ty Ly e
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which are agitated below the surface of this best of all possible
worlds " .

¢ I can’t say that I trouble my head much about them.”

“ A game at dominoes before M. Georges arrives 1 ”

“ Willingly. Is M. Georges one of those agitators below
the surface § ”

“ No, indeed. It is for you to play.”

Here M. Georges arrived, and no further conversation on
political or social questions ensued.

Grabam had already called more than once at M. Lcheau's
office, and asked him to put into good French various letters on
matters of business, the subjects of which had been furnished
by M. Renard. The office was rather imposiog and stately,
considering the modest nature of M. Lebeau’s ostensible pro- .
fession. It occupied the entire ground-floor o1 a corner house,
with a front door # one angle and a back-door at the other.
The anteroom to his cabinet, and in which Graham had gene-
rally to wait some minutes before he was introduced, was
generally well filled, and not only by persons who, by their

ress and outward appearance, might be fairly supposed s:ff-
ciently illiterate to require his aid as polite letter wiiters— .10t
only by servant-maids and griselfes, by sailors, zouaves, nd
journeymen workmen—but not unfrequently by .lients i
dently belonging to a higher, or at least a richer, class of socicty
—men with clothes mage by a fashionable tailoi—men, again,
who, less fashionably attired, looked like opulent tradccmen and
fathers of well-to-do families—the first generally young, the
last generally middle-aged. All these denizens o: alhigher
worlg were 1ntroduced by a saturnine clertk into M. Leheau’s
recaeption-room very quickly, and in precedence of the outvriers
an .
“ What can this mean 3 ” thought Graham. ¢ Is it really that
this humble business avowed is the cloak to svme political con-
spiracy concealed —the International Association?” And so
pondering, the clerk one day singled him from the crowd and
admitted him into M. Lebeau's cabinet. Graham thought the
time had now arrived when he might safely approach the sub-
ject that brought him to the Faubourg Montmartre. .
« You are very good,” said Graham, speaking in the English
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of a young earl in our elegant novels—* you are very good to
let me in while you have so many swells and nobs waiting for
you in the other room. But I say, old fellow, you have not the
cheek to tell me that they want you to correct their cocker or
spoon for them by proxy ¥’

“ Pardon me,” answered M. Lebeau in French, “if I prefer
my own language in replying to you. I speak the English I
learned many years ago, and your language in the beau monde,
to which you evidently belong, is strange to me. You are quite
right, however, in your surmise that I have other clients than
those who, like yourself, think I could correct their verbs or
their spelling. 1 have seen a great deal of the world—I know
something of it, and something of the law ; so that many per-
so1 8 come to me for advice and for legal information on terms
wmore moderate than those of an avoué. But my antechamber
is full ; T am pressed for time ; excuse mefif I ask you to say
at once in what I can be agreeable to you to-day.”

“ Ah 1" said Graham, assuming a very earnest look, * you do
know the world, that is clear ; and you do know the law of
France—eh ¥’
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accompanied with the sudden jerk of the shoulder and bend
of the neck, which hetoken a man taken by surprise, and who
pauses to reflect before he replies. His pause was but momen-

“For what object is this address required 3"

“ That I don’t know ; but evidently for some advantage to
Madame or Mademoiselle Duval, if still alive, because my em-
ployer authorizes me to spend no less than £100 in ascertaining
where she is, if alive, or where she was buried, if dead ; and if
other means fail, I am instructed to advertise to the effect—
¢ That if Louise Duval, or, in case of hur death, any children
of hers living in the year 1849, will communicate with some
person whom I may appoint at Paris—such intelligence, authen-
ticated, may prove to the advantage of the party advertised
for.” I am, however, told not to resort to this means without
consulting either with a legal adviser or the police.”

“ Hem !—have you inquired at the house where this lady was,
you say, living in 18481

«“ Of course I have done that ; but very clumsily, I dare say
—through a friend—and learned nothing. But I must not
keep you now. I think I shall apply at once to the police.
‘What should I say when I get to the bureau ?”

¢ Stop, monsieur, stop. I do not advise you to apply to the
police. It would be waste of time and money. Allow mego
think over the matter. I shall see you this evening at the Cufe
Jean J at eight o’clock. Till then do nothing.”

“All right : I obey you. The whole thing is out of my way
of business—awfully. Bonjour.”

CHAPTER IX.
§EUNCTU ALLY at eight o’clock Graham Vane had taken

his seat at a corner table at the remote end of the Cufé
Jean Jacques, called for his cup of coffee and his evening
journal, and waited the arrival of M. Lebeau. llis patience



222 THE PARISIANS. MoK 1.

was not tasked long. In a few minutes the Frenchman entered,
paused at the complvir, as was his habit, to address a polite sulu-
tation to the well-dresced lady who there presided, nodded as
usuai to Armand Monnier, then glanced round, recognized
Graham with a smile, and approached his table with the quiet
grace of movement by which he was distinguished. Seating
himself opposite to Graham, and speaking in a voice too low to
be heard by others, and in French, he then said,

“In thinking over your communication this morning, it
strikes me as probable, perhaps as certain, that this Louise
Duval, or her children, if she have any, must be entitled to
some moneys bequeathed to her by a relation or friend in En-
gland. What say you to that assumption, M. Lamb 1"

“You are a sharp fellow,” answered Graham. ¢ Just what
I say to myself. 'Why clse should I be instructed to go to such
expense in finding her out ¥ Most likely, if one can’t trace her,
or Ler children born before the date named, any such moneys
will go to some one else ; and that some one else, whoever he
be, has commissioned my employer to find out. But I don't
imagine any sum due to her or her heirs can be much, or that
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secret to gnard but your own in saying whether or not you ever
knew a Madame or Mademoiselle Duval. And if you have
some reason for not getting me the information I am instructed
to obtain, that is also a reason for not troubling vou further.
And after all, old boy ” (with a familiar slap on Lebeau's stately
shoulder)—* after all, it i8I who would employ you ; you don’t
employ me. And if you find out the lady, it is you who would
get the £100, not L.”

M. Lebeau mechanically brushed, with a light movement of
the hand, the shoulder which the Englishman had so pleasantly
touched, drew himself and chair some inches back, and said
slowly,

“M. Lamb, let us talk as gentleman to gentleman. Put
aside the question of money altogether, I must first know why
your employer wants to hunt out this poor Louise Duval. It
may be to her injury, and I would do her noae if you offered
thousands where you offer puunds. I forestall the condition
of mutual confidence; I own that I have known her—it is
many years ago; and, M. Lamb, though a Frenchman very
often injures a woman from love, he isin a worse plight for
bread-and-cheese than I am if he injures her for moucy.”

¢ Is he thinking of the duchess’s jewcls 1" thought Graham.

“ Bravo, mon vieuz,” he said alond ; “ but as I don’t know
what my employer's motive in his commission is, perhaps you
can enlighten me. How could his inquiry injure Louise
Duval "

I cannot say ; but you English have the power to divorce
your wives. Louise Duval may have married an Englishman,
separated from him, and he wants to know where he can find,
in order to criminate and divorce her, or it may be to insist on
her return to him.”

“Bosh! that is notlikely.”

¢ Perhaps, then, some English friend she may have known
has left her a bequest, which would of course lapse to some one
else if she be not living.”

By gad ! ” cried Gralam, “ I think you hit the right nail
on the head: cest cele. Lut what then?”

““Well, if I thought any substantial benefit to Louise Duval
might result from the success of your inquiry, I would really
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sce if it were in my power to help you. But I must have time
to consider.”

“How long ¥”

T can't exactly say ; perhaps three or four days.”

“ Bon! I will wait. Here comes M. Georges. I leave you
to dominoes and him. Good-night.”

Late that night M. Lebeau was seated alone in a chamber
connected with the cabinet in which he received visitors. A
ledger was open before him, which he scanned with careful
eyes, no lenger screened by spectacles. The survey seemed to
salisfy him. e murmured, ¢ It suffices—the time has come ;”
closed the book, returned it to his bureau, which he locked up,
and then wrote in cipher the letter here reduced into English :

“DEAR AND NOBLE FRIEND,—Events march ; the empire
is everywhere undermined. Our treasury has thriven in my
hands ; the sums subscribed and' received by me through you
have become more than quadrupled by advantageous specula-
tions, in which M. Georges has been a most trustworthy agent.
A portion ef them I have continued to employ in the mode
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means necessary to his resumed position. And as he always
contended against your generous offers, no consideration should
ever tempt him either to appropriate to his personal usc a single -
sou intrusted to him for a public purpose, or to accept from
friendship the pecuniary aid which would abase him into the
hireling of a ctuse. No! Victor de Mauléon despises too
much the tools that he employs to allow any man hereafter to
say, ‘Thou also wert a tool, and hast been paid for thy uses.’

*“But to restore the victim of calumny to his rightful place
in this gaudy world, stripped of youth and reduced in fortune,
i8 a task that may well seem impossible. To-morrow he takes
the first step toward the achievement of the impossible. Ex-
perience is no bad substitute for youth, and ambition is made
stronger by the goad of poverty.

“Thon shalt hear of his news soon.”



BOOK FIFTH.

CHAPTER L

Ok HE next day at noon M. Louvier was closeted in
) his study with M. Gandrin.

rE “Yes,” cried Louvier, “I have behaved very
Liandsomely to the beaw Marguis. No one cansay

to the contrary.” .
“True,” answered Gandrin. “Besides the easy terms for
the transfer of the mortgages, that free bonus of 1,000 louis isa

generous and noble act of munificence.”
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“ Well, you may admit him. 1 will not detain you longer,
my dear Gandrin. My homages to madame. Bonjour.”

Louvier bowed out M. Gandrin, and then rubbed his hands
complacently. He was in high spirits.  “ Aha, my dear Mar-
quis, thou art in my trap now. Would it were thy father in-
stead,” he muttered, chucklingly, and then took his stand on
his hearth, with his back to the fireless grate. There entered
a gentleman, exceedingly well dressed—dressed according to
the fashion, but still as became one of ripe middle age, not
desiring to pass for younger than he was.

He was tall, with a kind of lufty case in his air and his
movements ; not slight of frame, but spare enough to disguise
the strength and endurance which belong to sinews and thews
of steel, freed from all superfluous flesh, broad across the shoul {-
ers, thin in the flanks. His dark hair had in youth been
luxuriant in thickness ar<? curl; it was now clipped short, and
had become bare at the tuanples, but it still retained the lustre
of its colour and the crispness of its ringlets. He wore neither
beard nor moustache, and the darkness of his hair was contrasted
by a clear fairness of complexion. healthful, though somewhat
pale, and eyes of that rare gray tint which has in it no shade
of blue-—peculiar eyes, which give a very distinet character to
the face. The man must have been singularly handsome in
youth ; he was handsome still, though probably in his forty-
seventh or forty-eighth year—doubtless a very different kind of
comeliness. The torm of the features and the contour of the
face were those that suit the rounded beauty of the Greek out-
line, and such beauty would naturally have been the attribute
of the countenance in earlier days. But the checks were now
thin, and with lines of care or sorrow between nostril and lip,
. so that the shape of the face scemed leugthened, and the fea-
tures had become more salient.

Louvier gazed at his visitor with a vague idea that he had
seen him before, and could not remember where or when ; but,
at all events, he recognized at the first glance a man of rauk
and of the great world.

“ Pray be seated, monsieur!” he said, resuming his own
easy-chair.

The visitor obeyed the invitation with a very graceful bead
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of his head, drew his chair near to the financier’s, stretched his
limbhs with the ease of a man making himself at home, and fix-
ing his calm bright eyes quietly un Louvier, said, with a bland
smile,

My dear old friend, do you not remember me? You are
less altered than I am.”

Louvier stared hard and long ; his lip fell, his cheek paled,
and at last he faltered out,  Cigl / is it possible? Victor—the
Vicomte de Mauléon 17

“ At vour service, my dear Louvier.”

There was a pause ; the financier was evidently confused and
embarrassed, and not less evidently the visit of the ¢ dear old
friend ” was unwelcome.

“Vieomte,” he said at last, “ this is indeed a surprise; I
thought you had long since quitted Paris for good.”

“¢ Lhomme propose,’ ete. 1 have returned, and mean to enjoy
the rest of my days in the metropolis of the Graces and the
Pleasures. What though we are not so young as we were,
Louvier —we have more vigour in us than the new generation ;
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I'ever done so since we parted ? and did I ever do so before withe
out repaying you ? Bah ! you rofuriers are worse than the Bour-
bons.  You never learn nor unlearn. ¢ Fors non mulat genus.’”

The magnificent millionnasre, accustomed to the homage of

dees from the Faubourg and lions from the Chausséed’Antin,
rose to his feet in superb wrath, less at the taunting words than
at the haughtiness of mien with which they were uttered.

“ Monsieur, I cannot permit you to address me in that tone.
Do you mean to insult me$”

“ Certainly not. Tranquillize your nerves, reseat yourself,
and listen. Reseat yourself, I say.”

Louvier dropped into his chair.

“No,” resumed the Vicomte, politely, “I do not come here to
insult you, neither do I come to ask money ; 1 assume that I
am in my rights when I ask M. Louvier what has become of
Louise Duval ?”

“Louise Duval ! I know nothing about her.”

“ Possibly not now; but you did know her well enough,
when we two parted, to be a candidate for her hand. You did
know her enough to solicit my good offices in promotion o
your suit, and you did, at my advice, quit Paris to seek her at
Aix-la-Chapelle.” .

“ What | have you, M. de Mauléon, not heard news of her
since that day1”

“T decline to accept your question as an answer to mine.
You went to Aix-la-Chapelle ; you saw Louise Duval; at my
urgent request she condescended to accept your hand.”

“ No, M. de Mauléon, she did not accept my hand. I did
not even see her. The day before I arrived at Aix-la-Chapelle
she had left it—not alone—left it with her lover.”

““ Her lover! You do not mean the miserable Englishman
who—"

“ No Englishman,” interrupted Louvier, fiercely. “ Enough
that the step she took placed an eternal barrier between her
and myself. I have never even sought to hear of hersince that
day. Vicomte, that woman was the one love of my life. I
loved her, as you must have known, to folly—to madness.
And how was my love requited? Ah! you open a very deep
wound, M. le Vicomte,”
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“Pardon me, Louvier ; I did not give you credit for feelin
50 keen and so genuine, nor did I think myself thus eamf;
affected by matters belonging to a past life so remote from the
present.  For whom did Louise forsake you §”

“ It matters not—-he is dead.”

“I regret to hear that ; I might have avenged you.”

“ 1 need no one to avenge my wrong. Let this pass.”

“ Not yet. Louise, you say, fled with a seducer # 8o proud-
as she was. I can searcely believe it.”

“O0h, it was 1+t with a rofurier she fled ; her pride would
not have allowed tnat.”

“ He must have deceived her somehow.’ Did she continue
to live with him1”

“That question, at least, I can answer ; for though I lost all
trace of her life, his life was pretty well known to me till its
end ; and a very few months after she fled he was enchained
to another.  Let us talk of her no more.”

“ Ay, av,” muttered De Mauléon, ““some disgraces are not
to be receemed, and therefore not_to be :ﬁs‘cussed. 'I:o me,

L2 v
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young viveurs, whose behaviour to you offended my sense ot
good-breeding 1" .

Louvier coloured, and muttered inaudibly.

De Mauléon continued : 1 felt it due to you to rebuke theit
incivilities, the more so as you evinced on that occasion your
own superiority in sense and temper, permit me to add, with
no lack of becoming spirit.”

Louvier bowed his head, evidently gratified.

“From that day we became familiar. If any obligation to
me were incurred, you would not have been slow to return it.
On more than one occasion when I was rapidly wasting money
—and money was plentiful with you—you generously offered
me your purse. On more than one occasion I accepted the ofler;
and you would never have asked repayment if I had not in-
sisted on repaying. I was no less grateful for your aid.”

Louvier made a movement as if to extend his hand, but he
checked the impulse. .

¢ There was another attraction which drew me toward you.
I recognized in your character a certain power in sympathy
with that power which I imagined lay dormant in myself, and
not to be found among the freluguels and lions who were my
more habitual associates. Do you not remember some hours o«
serious talk we have had together when we lounged in the Tuiler-
ies, or sipped our coffee in the garden of the Palais Royal—
hours when we forgot that those were the haunts of idlers,
and thought of the stormy actions affecting the history of the
world of which they had been the scene—hours when I con-
fided to you, as I confided to no other man, the ambitious hopes
for the future which my follies in the present, alas | were hourly
tending to frustrate?”

¢« Ay, I remember the star-lit night ; it was not in the gar-
dens of the Tuileries nor in the Palais Royal—it was on the
Pont de la Concorde, on which we had paused, noting the sta:-
light on the waters, that you said, pointing toward the walls ¢
the Corps Législatif, ¢ Paul, when I once get into the Chamber,
how Jong will it take me to hecome First Minister of France 1"

“ Did I say so 9—possibly ; but 1 wastoo young then for ad-
mission to the Chamber, and I fancied I had so many years yet
to spare in idle loiterings at the Fountain of Youth. ~Pass aver
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these circumstances. You became in love with Louise. I told
you her troubled hListory ; it did not diminish your love ; and
then I frankly favoured your snit.  You set out for Aix-la-Che-
pelle a day or two afterward—then fell the thunderbolt which
shattered my existence—and we have never met again till this
hour.. You did not receive me kindly, Paul Louvier.”

“But,” said Louvier, falteringly—¢“but since you refer to
that thunderbolt, you cannot but be aware that—that—"

“] was suhjected to a calumny which I expect those who
have known me as well as you did to assist me now to refute.”

“If it be really a calumny.”

“Heavens, man! could you ever doubt ¢haf?” cried De
Mauléon, with heat; “ever doubt that I would rather have
blown out my brains than allowed them even to conceive the
idea of a crime so base 3”

“Pardon me,” answered Louvier, meekly, “but I did not
return to Paris for months after you had disappeared. My
mind was unsettled by the news that awaited me at Aix ; I
sought to distract it by travel—visited Holland and England;
and when I did return to Daris, all that I heard of your story
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who happened then to be very much talked about, and perhaps
resembled some Lothario in the novels which she was always
reading. We lodged, as you may remember, in the same
house.” .

“Yes, I remember. I remember how you once took me to
a great ball given by the Duchesse ; how handsome I thought
her, though no longer young ; and you say right—how I did
envy you that night!”

*“ From that night, however, the Duc, not unnaturally, became
jealous. He reproved the Duchesse for her too amiable manner
toward a maurass sujet like myself, and forbade her in future to
receive my visits. It was then that these notes hecame frequent
and clandestine, brought to me by her maid, who took back my
somewhat chilling replies.

** But to proceed. In the flush of my high spirits, and in
the insolence of magnificent ease with which I paid De N
the trifle I owed him, something he said made my heart stand
atill. I told him that the money reccived had come from
Jacques de Mauléon, and that I was going down to his house
that’ day to thank him. He replied, ‘Don’t go ; it did not come
from him.! ‘It must; see the postmark of the envelope—
Fontainebleaun.” ‘I posted it at Fontainebleau.” ¢You sent me
the money—you!’ *Nay, that is beyond my means. Where
it came from,’ said this misérable, ¢ much more may yet come ;”
and then ha narrated, with that cynicism so in vogue at Paris,
how he had told the Duchesse (who knew him as my intimate
associate) of my stress of circumstances, of his fear that I
meditated something desperate ; how she gave him the jewels
to sell and to substitute ; how, in order to baffle my suspicion
and 1rustrate my scruples, he had gone to Fontaineblean, and
there posted the envelope containing the bank-notes, out of
which he secured ior himself the payment he deemed other-
wise imperilled. De N—— having made this confession, hurried
down the stairs swiftly enough to save himself a descent by the
window. Do you believe me still $”

“Yes ; you were always so hot-blooded, and D¢ N
considerate of self. I believe you implicitly.”

« Of course I did what any man would do—I wrote a hasty
letter to the Duchesse, stating all my gratitude for an act o

80
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pure friendship so ncble, urging also the reasons that rendered
1t impossible for a man of honour to profit by such an act.
Tubappily, what had been sent was paid away ere I knew the
facts, but I could not bear the thought of life till my debt to
her was acquitted ; in short. Louvier, conceive for yourself the
sort of letter which I—which any honest man—would write
under circumstances so cruel.”

“'m ! grunted Louvier.

“Something, however, in my letter, conjoined with what
De N had told her as to my state of mind, alarmed this
poor woman, who had deigned to take in me an interest so
little deserved.  Her reply, very agitated and incoherent. was
brought to me by her maid, who had taken my letter, and by
whom, as T before said, our correspondence had been of late
carticd on.  In her reply she implored me to decide, to reflect
ou nothing till I had ~een her ; stated how the rest of her day
war 1e-engaged ; and since to visit her openly had been made
impossible by the Duc’s interdict, inclosed the key to the pri-
vate entrance to her rooms, by which I could gain an interview
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with a convulsive hand. Almost in the same breath he re-
covered from his visible sign of emotion, and went on, with a
half laugh :

“Ah! you envied me, did you, for being spoiled by the
women ? Enviable position, indeed, was mine that night. I'he
Duc obeyed the first impulse of his wrath. He imagined that
1 bad dishonoured him; he would dishonour me in return.
Easier to his pride, too, a charge against the robber of jewels
than against a favoured lover of his wife. But when I, ohey-
ing the first necessary obligation of honour, invented on the
spur of the moment the story by which the Duchesse’s reputa-
tion was cleared from suspicion, accused myself of a frantic
passion and the trickery of a fabricated key, the Duc’s true
nature of genlilhomme came back. He retracted the charge,
which he could scarcely even at the first blush have felt to be
well founded ; and as the sole charge left was simply that
which men comme il faut do not refer to criminal courts and
police investigations, I was left to make my bow unmolested,
and retreat to my own rocms, awaiting there such communica-
tions as the Duc might deem it right to convey to me on the
morrTow,

‘“ But on the morrow the Due¢, with his wife and personal
suite, quitted Paris en route for Spain ; the bulk of his retinue,
including the offending abigail, was discharged ; and, whether
through these servants or through the police, the story before
evening was in the mouth of every gossip in club or café—ex-
aggerated, distorted, to my ignominy and shame. My detec-
tion in the cabinet, the sale of the jewels, the substitution of
paste by De N——, who was known to be my servile imitator,
and reputed to be my abject tool, all my losses on the turf. my
debts—all these scattered fibres of flax were twisted together
in a rope that would have hanged a dog with a much better
name than mine. If some disbelieved that I could be a thief,
few of those who should have known me best held me guilt-
less of a baseness almost equal to that of theft—the cxaction
of profit from the love of a foolish woman.”

“ But you could have told your own tale, shown the letters
you had received from the Duchesse, and cleared away every
stain on your honour.”
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that her mind became collected, and she herself then gave me
her entire confidence. Monsieur, she insisted on my reading
the letters that you addressed to her. Those letters, Monsieur,
" suffice to prove your innocence of any design against my peace.
The Duchesse has so candidly avowed her own indiscretion,
has so clearly established the distinction between indiseretion
and guilt, that I have granted her my pardon with a lightened
heart, and a firm belief that we shall be happier together than
we have been yet.’

“ The Duc continued his journey the next day, but he subse-
quently honoured me with two or three letters, written as triend
to friend, and in which you will find repeated the substance of
what I have stated him to say by word of mouth.”

¢ But why not then have returned to Paris ? Such letters,
at least, you might have shown, and in braving your calumnia-
tors you would have soon lived themn down.”

¢ You forget that I wasa ruined man.  When, by the sale of
my horses, ete.,, my debts, including what was owed to the
Duchesse, and which 1 remitted to the Duc, were discharged,
the halance left to me would not have maintained me a week at
Paris. Besides, I felt so sore, 3o indignant. Paris and the
Parizians had became to me so hateful.  And to crown all, that
girl, that English girl, whom I had so loved, on whose fidelity
I had so counted—well, I received a letter from her, gently but
coldly bidding me farewell for ever. 1 donot think she believed
me guilty of the theft, but doubtless the offence I had con-
fessed, in order to save the honour of the Duche-se, could but
seem to her all-sufficient ! Broken in spirit, bleeding at heart
to the very core, still self-destruction was no longer to be
thought of T would not die till I could once more lift up my
head as Victor de Mauléon.”

¢ What then became of you, my poor Victor 3”

“ Ah ! that is a tale too long for recital. I have played so
many parts that I am puzzled to recognize my own identity
with the Victor de Mauléon whose name I abandoned. I have
been a soldier in Algeria, and won my cross on the field of battle
—that cross and my colonel’s letter are among my piéees justi-

tives. I have been a gold-digger in California, a speculator
in New York, of late in callings obscure and humble. But in
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all my adventures, under whatever name, I have earned
testimonials of probity, could manifestations of so vulgar a
virtue be held of account by the enlightened people of Paris.
T come now to aclose. The Vicomte de Mauléon is about to re-
appear in Paris, and the first to whom he announces that sublime
avatar is Paul Louvier.  When settled in some modest apart-
ment, 1 shall place in your hands my piéces justificatives. 1
shall ask you to summon my surviving relations or connections,
among which are the Counts de Vandemar, Beauvilliers, De
Passy, and the Marquis de Rochebriant, with any friends of your
own who sway the opinions of the Great World. You will place
my justification before them, expressing your own opinion that it
suflices ; in a word, you will give me the sanction of your coun-
tenance.  For the rest, I trust to myself to propitiate the kindly
aud to silenee the calumnious. 1 have spoken ; what say yout”

“ You overrate my power in society. Why not appeal your-
self to your high-horn relations 1"

“ No, Louvier ; 1 have too well considered the case to alter
my decision. It is through you, and you alone, that I shall
approach my relations. My vindicator inust be a man of whom



.

500K V. THE PARISIANS, 241

I know you will, old friend ; and you do both kindly and
wisely.” . Here De Mauléon cordially pressed the hand he
held, and departed.

On gaining the street the Vicomte glided into a neighbour-
ing court-yard, in which he had left his fiacre, and bade the
coachman drive toward the Boulevard Sebastopol. On the way
he took from a small bag that he had left in the carriage the
flaxen wig and pale whiskers which distinguished M. Lebean,
and wmantled his elegant habiliments in an immense cloak,
which he had also left in the fiacre.  Arrived at the Boulevard
Sebastopol, he drew up the collar of the cloak so as to conceal
much of his face, stopped the driver, paid him quickly, and,
bag in hand, hurried onto another stand of flacres at a little
distance, entered one, drove to the Faubourg Montmartre, dis-
missed the vehicle at the mouth of a street- not far from M.
Lebeau’s office, and gained on foot the private side-door of the
house, let himself in with his latch-key, entered the private
room on the inner side of his office, locked the door, and
pruceeded leisurely to exchange the brilliant appearance which
the Vicomte de Mauléon had borne on his visit to the miliion-
naire for the sober raiment and bourgeois air of M. Lebeau, the
letter-writer.

Then after locking up his former costume in a drawer in his
secrélaire, he sat himself down and wrote the following lines :

« DEAR M. GEORGES,—I advise you strongly, from informa-
tion that has just reached me, to lose no time in pressing M.
Savarin to repay the sum I recommendad you to lend him, and
for which you hold his bill due this day. The scandal of
legal measures against a writer so distinguished should be
avoided if possible.  He will avoid it and get the money
gomehow. But he must be urgently pressed.  If you neglect
this warning, my responsibility is past.—.dgréez mes sentimens
les plus sinceres. “J. L.
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CHAPTER 1L

“HE Marquis de Rochebriant is no longer domiciled in

4 an attic in the gloomy faubourg. 8Bee him nowina
<" charming appartement de gargon an premicr in the Rue
1n Helder, close by the promenades and haunts of the moda
[t had been furnished and inhabited by a brilliant young pro-
vincial from Bordeaux, who, coming into an inheritance of
100,000 francs, had rushed up to Paris to enjoy himself, and
make his million at the Bourse. He had enjoyed himsel
thoroughly—he had been a darling of the demi monde. He had
been a successful and an inconstant gallant. Zélie had listened
to his vows of cternal love, and his offers of unlimited cache
mires. Desirée, succeeding Zélie, had assigned to him her whole
heart, or all that was left of it, in gratitude for the ardour of
his passion, and the diamonds and coupé which accompanied
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or dejected by the sudden diminution of capital so expedi-
tiously effected. The easy life thus commenced secmed to him
too natural to be fraught with danger ; and easy though it was,
it was a very simple and modest sort of life compared with that
of many other men of his age to whom Enguerrand had intro-
duced him, though most of them had an income less than his,
and few, indeed, of them were his equals in dignity of birth.
Could a Marquis de Rochebriant, if he lived at Paris at al,
give less than 3,000 francs a year for his apartment, or mount
a more humble establishment than that confined to a valet and
a tiger, two horses for his coupé and one for the saddle ? Im-
ible,” said the Chevalier de Finisterre, decidedly ; and the
arquis bowed to so high an suthority. He thought within
himself, “If I find in a few months that I am exceeding my
means, I can but dispose of my rooms and my horses, and re-
turn to Rochebriaut a richer man by far than [ left it.”

To say truth, the brilliant seductions of Pari had. already
produced their effect, not only on the habits, but on the char-
acter and cast of thought which the young noble had brought
with him from the feudal and melancholy %retagne.

Warmed by the kindness with which, once introduced by
his popular kinsmen, he was everywhere received, the reserve
or shyness which is the compromise between the haughtiness
of self-esteem and the painful doubt of appreciation by others
rapidly melted away. He caught insensibly the polished tone,
at once so light and so cordial, of his new-made friends. With
all the efforts of the democrats to establish equality and frater-
nity, it is among the aristocrats that equality and fraternity
are most to be found. All gentilshommes in the best socicty
are equals, and whether they embrace or fight each other, they
embrace or fight as brothers of the same family. But with the
tone of manners Alain' de Rochebriant imbibed still more in-
sensibly the lore of that philosophy which young idlers in pur-
suit of pleasure teach to each other. Probably n all civilized
and luxurious capitals that philosophy is very much the same
among the same class of idlers at the same age ; probably it
flourishes in Pekin not less than at Paris. If Paris has the
credit, or discredit, of it more than any other capital, it is be-
cause in Paris more than in any other capital it charms the eye
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by grace and amuses the ear by wit. A philosophy which
takes the things of this life very easily—which has a smile and
a shrug of the shoulders for any pretender to the Heroie—
which subdivides the wealth of passion into the pocket-money
of caprices—is always in or out of love, ankle-decp, never ven-
turing a plunge— which, light of heart as of tongue, turns * the
solemn plausibilities ” of earth into subjects for epigrams and
bon mots—it jests at loyalty to kings, and turns up its nose at
enthusiasm for commonwealths—it abjures all grave studies—
it shuns all profound emotions. We have crowds of such phil-
osophers in London, but there they are less noticed, hecause
the agrecable attributes of the sect are there dimmed and ob-
fuscated.  Ttis not a philosophy that flowers richly in the reek
of togs and in the teeth of east winds ; it wants for full develop-
ment the light atmosphere of Paris.  Now this philosophy be-
gan rapidly to exercise its charms upon Alain de Rochebriant.
Even in the society of professed Legitimists he felt that faith
had deserted the Legitimist creed, or taken refuge only asa
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ject in the generosity of his dealings with you, he will have
raised himself prodigiously in my estimation. I shall forsake
in his favour my alf;gianee to Duplessis, though that clever
fellow has just made a wondrous coup in the Egyptians, and I
gain 40,000 francs by having followed his advice. But if Du-
plessis has a head as long as Louvier's, he certainly has not an
equal greatness of soul. Still, my dear friend, you will pardon -
me if I speak frankly, and in the way of a warning homily.”
¢ Speak ; you cannot oblige me more.”

“ Well, then, I know that you can no more live at Paris in
the way you are doing, or mean to do, without some fresh
addition to your income,than a lion could live in the Jardin
des Plantes upon an allowance of two mice a week.”

“T don’t see that. Deducting what I pay to my aunt—and
I cannot get her to take more than 6,000 francs a year—I have
700 naptﬁeons left, net and clear. My rooms and stables are
equipped, and I have 2,500 francs in hand. On 700 napoleons
a year I calculate that I can very easily live as I do, and if [
faill—well, I must return to Rochebriant. Seven hundred napo-
leons a year will be a magniticent rental there.”

Frederic shook his head.

% You do not know how one expense leads to another. Above
all, you do not calculate the chief part of one’s expenditure—
the unforeseen. You will play at the Jockey Club, and lose
half your income in a night.”

«1 ghall never touch a card.”

“So you say now, innocent as a lamb of the force of ex-
ample. At all events, beau seigneur, I presume you are not
going to resuscitate the part of the Ermite dcla Chaussée & Antin ;
and the fair Parisicnnes are demons of extravagance.”

“ Demons whom I shall not court.”

“Did I say you would? They will court you. Before
another month has flown you will be inundated with billets-
douz.”

¢ It is not a shower that will devastate my humble harvest.
But, mon cher, we are falling upon very gloomy topics. Laissez-
moi {ranguille in my illusions, if illusions they be. A, you
cannot conceive what a new life opens to the man who, like my-
self, has passed the dawn of his youth in privation and fear
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a——

hecst’utious how far you trust to his advice or recommenda-
tion. :

“ Again I ask why 1”

‘“ He is unlucky to his friends. He attaches himself much
to men younger than himself ; and somehow or other I have
observed that most of them have come to'grief. Besides, a
person in whose sagacity I have great confidence warned me

inst making the Chevalic1’s acquaintance, and said to me,
in bis blunt way, ‘De Finisterre came to Paris with nothing ;
he has succeeded to nothing ; he belongs to no ostensible pro-
fession by which anything can be made. But evidently now
he has picked up a good deal ; and in proportion as any young
associate of his becomes poorer, De Finisterre scems myste-
riously to become richer. Shun that sort of acquaintance.’”

“ Who is your sagacious adviser §”

“ Duplessis.”

* Ah, I thouglit so.. That bird of prey fancies every other
bird looking out for pigeons. I fancy that Duplessis is, like ali-
those money-getters, a seeker after fashion, and De Finisterre
has not returned his bow.”

* My dear Alain, I am to blame ; nothing is so irritating as
a dispute about the worth of the men we like. I began it,
now let it be dropped ; only make me one promise, that i you
should be in arrear, or if need presses, you will ccme at once
to me. It was very well to be absurdly proud in an attic, but
that pride will be out of place in your appartement aw premier.”

“You are the best fellow in the world, Frederie, and I
make you the promise you ask,” said-Alain, cheertully, but yet
with a secret emotion of tenderness and gratitude. - And
now, mon cher, what day will you dine with me to meet Raoul
and Enguerrand and some others whom you would like to
koow1”

* Thanks, and hearty ones, but we move now in different
spheres, and I shall not trespass on yours. Je suis trop bour-
geois to incur the ridicule of le bourgeois gentilhomme.”

“ Frederic, how dare you speak thus? My dear !cllow, my
friends shall honour you as I do.”

* But that will be on your account, not mine. No ; hon-
estly, that kind of society neither tempts nor suits me. I
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am a sort of king in my own walk ; and I prefer my Bohemian
royalty to vassalage in higher regions. gay no more of it
It will flatter my vanity enough if you will now and then
descend to my coteries, and allow me to parade a Rochebriant
as my familiar crony, slap him on the shoulder, and call him
Alain.” :

- “Fie! you who stopped me and the English aristocrat in the
Champs Elysées to humble us with your boast of having fasci-
nated une grande dame—1I think you said a duchesse.”

« Oh,” said Lemercier, conceitedly, and passing his hand
through his scented locks, “women are different ; love levels
all ranks. I don’t blame Ruy Blas for accepting the love of
a queen, but I do blame him for passing himself off as a noble
—a plagiarism, by-the-bye, from an English play. I do not
love the English enough to copy them. Apropos, what has be-
come of ce beau Grarm Varn I have not seen him of late.”

“Neither have L.”

“Nor the belle ltalicnne 2"
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“ Nevertheless, he is a man to be much admired and re
spected.”

“ Why so 1"

¢ Because he understands so well the art of making what
we all covet—money. I will introduce you to him.”

“1 have been already introduced.”

“Then I will reintroduce you. He is much courted in a
eociety which I have recently been permitted by my father to
frequent—the society of the Imperial Court.”

¢ You frequent that society, and the Count permits it 9"

“Yes; better the Imperialists than the Republicans; and
my father begins to own that truth, though he is too old or
too indolent to act on it.”

“And Raoul 1"

“ Oh, Raoul, the melancholy and philosophical Raoul, has no
ambition of any kind so long as—thanks somewhat to me-- his
purse is always replenished for the wants of his stately exist-
ence, among the foremost of which wants are the mcans to
supply the wants of others. That is the true reason why he
consents to our glove shop. Raoul belongs, with some other
young men of the faubourg, to a society enrolled under the
nane of Saint Francois de Sales, for the relief of the poor.
He visits their houses, and is at home by their sick-beds as at
their stinted boards. Nor does he confine his visitations to
the limits oi our faubourg; he extends his travels to Mont-
martre and Belleville. As to our upper world, he does not
conc¢ern himsel: much with its changes. He says that ¢ we have
destroyed too much ever to rebuild solidly ; and that whatever
we do build could be upset any day by a Paris mob,” which he
declares to be the only institution we have left. A wonderful
fellow ; full of mind, though he does little with it ; full o:
heart, which he devotes to suffering humanity, and to a poctic,
knightly reverence (not to be confounded with earthly love,
and not to be degraded into that sickly sentiment called Pla.
tonic affection) for the Comtesse di Rimini, who is six ycars
older than himself, and who is very faithfully attached to her
husband, Raoul's intimate friend, whose honour he would guard
as his own. Itis an episode in the drama of Parisian life,
and one not so uncommon as the malignant may suppose. Dj
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Rimini knows and approves of his veneration ; my mother,
the best of women, sanctions it, and deems truly that it pre-
serves Raoul safe from all the temptations to which ignobler
youth is exposed. I mention this lest you should mmagine
there was anything in Raoul's worship of his star less pure
than it is.  For the rest, Raoul, to the grief and amazement ot
that disctple of Voltaire, my respected father, is one of the very
few men I know in our circles who is sincerely religious—an
orthodox Catholie—and the only man I know who practises
the religion he professes ; charitable, chaste, bemevolent; and
no bigot, no intolerant ascetic. His only weakness is his entire
submission to the worldly common sense of his good-for-nothing,
covetots, ambitious brother Enguerrand. I cannot say how
1 love him for that. It he had not such a weakness his excel
lence would gall me, and I believe I should hate him."”

Alain bowed his head at this eulogium. Such had been the
character that, a few months ago, he would have sought as ex-
ample and madel.  He seemed to gaze upon a flattered portrait
of himself as he had been.
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the best-dressed subject of France. As she rose from her seat,
there was in her look and air the unmistaka le evidence of
grande dame ; a family likeness in feature to .Alain himself, a
stronger likeness to the picture of her first cousin- his
mother-—which was preserved at Rochebriant.  Her deswent
was indeed from ancient and noble houses.  But to the distine
tion of race she added that of fashion, erowning both witha
tranquil consciousuess of lofty position and unblemished
reputation,

“ Unnatural cousin,” she said to Alain, offering her hand to
him, with a gracious smile ; *all this age in Paris, and I seo
you for the first time. But there is joy on earth as in heaven
oversinners who truly repent.  You repent truly—a’est ce pas i

It is impossible to deseribe the caressing charm which the
Duchesse threw into her words, voice, and lovk. Alain was
faxcinated and sulidued.

“ Al ! Madame la Duchesse,” said he, bowing over the fair
hand he lightly held, *¢ it was not sin, unless modesty be a sin,
which made a rustic hesitate long before he dared to offer his
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‘his aunt, whom she had in her childhood once seen, and still,,
remembered, with her sweet, grave face ; paused little for
replies ; then turned to Engnerrand with sprightly small-talk on
the topics of the day, and every now and then bringing Alain
into the pale of the talk, leading on insensibly until she got
Enguerrand himself to introduce the subject of the Emperor,
and the political troubles which were darkening a reign hereto-
fore so prosperous and splendid.

Her countenance th. n changed ; it became serious, and even
grave, in its expression.

« It is true,” she said, ¢ that the times grow menacing—me-
nacing not only to the throne, but to order and property and
France. One by one they are removing all the breakwaters
which the empire had constructed between the executive and
the most ﬁck{; and impulsive population that ever shouted
¢ lohg live’ one day to the man whom they would send to the
guillutine the next. They are denouncing what they call per-
sunal government. Grant that it has its evils ; but what would
they substitute 3—a constitutional monarchy like the English %
That is impossible with universal suffrage and without a
hereditary chamber. The nearest approach to it was the
monarchy of Louis Philippe—we know how sick they became
of that. A republic? mon Dieu / composed of republicans
terrified out of their wits at each other.  The Moderate men,
mimics of the Girondins, with the Reds, and the Socialists, and
the Communists ready to tear them to picces. And then—
what then 1—the commercialists, the agriculturists, the mid-
dle class, combining to elect some dictator who will cannonade
the mob, and hecome a mimic Napoleon, grafted on a mimic
Necker or a mimic Danton. Obh, messieurs, [ am Irench to the
core ! You inheritors of such names must be as French asT am
and yet you men insist on remaining more uscless to France in
the midst of her need than I am—I, a woman who can but talk
and weep.”

s The Y)uchesse spoke with a warmth of emotion which
startled and profoundly affected Alain. He remained silent,
leaving it to Enguerrand to answer.

¢ Dear madame,” said the latter, “ I do not see how either
myself or our kinsman can merit your reproach. We are not
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aislators. I doubt if there is a single department in France
that would elect us if we offercd ourselves. It is not our fault
it the various floods of revolution leave men of our birth and
opinions stranded wrecks of a perished world. The Emperor
chooses his own advisers, and if they are bad ones, his Majesty
certainly will not ask Alain and me to replace them.”

“ You do not answer—you evade me,” said the Duchesse
with a mournful smile. “ You are too skilled a man of the
world, M. Enguerrand, not to know that it is uot only legisls
tors and ministers that are necsssary to the support of a throre
and the safeguard of a nation.—Do you not see how greata
help it is to both throne and nation when that section of public
opiniuon which is represented by names illustrious in history,
identified with records of chivalrous deeds and loyal devotion,
rallics round the order established ¥ Let that section of public
opinion stand aloof, soured and discontented, excluded from
active life, lending no counter-balance to the perilous oscillations
of demacratic passion, and tell me if it is not an enemy to
itself as well as a traitor to the principles it embodies 3 ¥
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“ Your words endear you to me. I am proud to call you
cousin,” said the Duchesse. “ But do you, or does any man in
his senses, believe that if you upset the empire you could get
back the Bourbons ? that you would not be in imminent dan-
ger of a government infinitely more opposed to the theories on
which rests the creed of Legitimists than that of Louis Napo-
leon 3 After all, what is there in the loyalty of you Bourbon-
ites that has in it the solid worth of an argument which can
appeal to the comprehension of mankind, except it be the prin-
oiple of a hereditary monarchy 1 Nobody nowadays can main-
tain the right divine of a single regal family to impose itselt
upon a nation. That dogma has ceased to be a living principle;
it is only a dead reminiscence. But the institution of monarchy
is aprinciple strong and vital, and appealingto the pracgical inter-
ests of vast sectivns of sociaty. Would you sacrifice the principle
which concerns the welfare of millions, because you cannot
embody it in the person of an individual utterly insignificant
in himself ¥ In a word, if you prefer monarchy to the hazard
of republicanism for such a country as France, accept the
monarchy you find, since it is quite clear you caunot rebuild
the monarchy you would prefer. Does it not embrace all the
great objects for which you call yourselt' Legitimist ? Under it
religion is honoured, a national Church sccured, in reality if
not in name ; under it you have united the votes of millions
to the establishment of the throne ; under it all the material
interests of the country, commercial, agricultural,have advanced
with an unequalled rapidity ot progress ; under it Paris has
become the wonder of the world for riches, for splendour, for
m and beauty ; under it the old traditional enemics of

ce have been humbled and rendered impotent. The
policy of Richelieu has been achieved in the abasement oi Aus-
tria ; the policy of Napoleon I. has been consummated in the
salvation of Europe from the semi-barbarous ambition of
Russia. England no longer casts her trident in the opposite
scale of the balance of Luropean power. Satisfied with the
honour of our alliance, she has lost every other ally; and
her forces neglected, her =pirit encrvated, her statesmen dream-
ing believers in the safety of their island, provided they with-
draw from the affairs of Europe, may sometimes scold us, but
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will certainly not dare to ficht. With France she is but an
inferior satellite ; without France she is—nothing. Add
to all this a court more brilliant than that of Louis XIV,,
a sovereign not, indeed, without faults and errors, but singularly
mild in his nature, warm-hearted to friends, forgiving to foes,
whom personally no one could familiarly know and not be
charmed with ; a boaté of character, lovable as that of Heuri IV.
—-and tell me what more than all this we could expect from the
reign of a Bourhon 17

“ With such results,” said Alain, ¢ from the monarchy you
so eloquently praise, I fail to discover what the Emperor's
throne could possibly gain by a few powerless converts from an
unpopular, and you say, no doubt truly, from a hopeless cause.”

“ T say monarchy gains much by the loyal adhesion of any
man of courage, ability, and honour. Every new monarchy
gains much by conversions from the ranks by which the older
moenarchics were strengthened and adorned.  But I do not here
invoke your aid merely to this monarchy, my cousin ; 1 de
mand your devotion to the interests of France ; I demand that
you should not rest an outlaw from her service. Ah ! you
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“ I am glad to think he is under so salutary an influence,”
said the Duchesse ; and seeing that Alain remained silent and
thoughtful, she wisely changed the subject, and shortly after-
wards the two friends took !l;enve

CHAPTER I

HREE days elapsed before Graham again saw M. Lebeau.

The letter-writer did not show himself at the café,

and was not to be found at his office, the ordinary busi-

ness of which was transacted by his clerk, saying that his

master was much engaged on important matters that took him
from home. .

Graham naturally thought that these matters concerned the
discovery of Louise Duval, and was reconciled to suspense.
At the café, awaiting Lebeau, he had slid into some acquaint-
ance with the ouvrier, Armand Monnier, whose face and talk
had before excited his interest. Indeed, the acquaintance had
been commenced by the ouvrier, who seated himself at a table
near to Grabam’s, arfd, after looking at him earnestly for some
minutes, said, “You are waiting for your antagonist at domi-
noes, M. Lebeau—a very remarkable man.”

“ So he seems. I know, however, but little of him. You,
perhaps, have known himn longer$”

¢ 8everal months. Many of your countrymen frequent this
café, but you do not seem to care to associate with the blouses.”

]t is not that ; but we islanders are shy,and don’t make ac-
quaintance with each other readily. By the way, since you so
courteously accost me, I may take the liberty of saying that I
overheard you defend the other night, against one of my coun-
trymen, who seemed to me to talk great nonsense, the existence
of le bon Dies. You had much the best of it. I rather gathered
from your argument that you went somewhat farther, and were
not too enlightened to admit of Christianity.”

Armand idonnier looked pleased—he liked praise ; and he

S



258 THE PARISIANS. . ook ¥

liked to hear himself talk, aud he plunged at once into a very
complicated sort of Christianity—partly Arian, partly St.
Simonian, with a little of Rousseau, and a great deal of Ar-
mand Monnier. Into this we need not follow him ; but, in
sum, it was a sort of Christianity the main heads of which con-
sisted in the removal of your neighbour’s landmarks—in the
right of the poor to appropriate the property of the rich—in
the right of love to dispense with marriage, and the duty of
the state to provide for any children that might result from
such union, the parents being incapacitated to do so, as what-
ever they might leave was due.to the treasury in common.
Graham listened to these doctrines with melancholy not un-
mixed with contempt. ¢ Are these opinions of  yours,” he
asked, ““derived from reading or your own reflection 3”

“ Well, from both, but from circumstances in life that in-
duced me to read and reflect. I am one of the many victims
of the tyrannical law of marriage. When very young I mar
riel a woman who made me miserable, and then forsook me.
Moraly, she has ceased to be my wife—legally, she is. I then
met with another woman who suits me, who loves me. She
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mesnil nor even Rousseau ever even guessed the ideas they
awoke in their readers ; but one idealeads on to another. And
genuine poetry and romance touch the heart so much more
than dry treatises. Ina word, Madame de Grantmesnil’s hook
set me thinking ; and then I read other bouks, and talked with
clever men, and educated myseclf. And so T became the man
T am.” Here, with a self-satisfied air, Monnier bowed to the
Englishman, and joined a group at the other end of the room.

e next evening, just befure dusk, Graham Vane was seated
musingly in his own apartment in the Faubourg Montmartre,
when there came a slight knock at his door. He was so
wrapped in thought that he did not hear the sound, though
twice repeated. 'The door opened gently, and M. Lebeau ap-
peared on the threshold. The room was lighted only by the
gas-lamp from the street without.

Lebeaun advanced through the gloom, and quietly seated him-
self in the corner of the fire-place opposite to Graham before
he spoke. * A thousand pardons for disturbing your slumbers,
M. Lamb.”

“M. Lebeaut”

“ At your service. I promised to give an answer to your
question : accept my apologies that it has been deferred so
long. I shall not this evening go to our café ; I took the liberty

-of calling—" :

M. Lebeau, you are a brick.”

¢ A what, monsieur '—a brique ?”

T forgot—you are not up to our fashionable London idioms.
A brick means a jolly fellow, and it is very kind in you to call.
‘What is your decision 1"

“ Monsieur, I can give you some information, but it is so
slight that I offer it gratis, and forego all thought of undertuk-
ing further inquiries. They could ouly be prosccuted in an-
other country, and it would not be worth my while to leave Paris
on the chance of gaining so trifling a reward as you propose.
Judge for yourself. In the year 1349, in the month of July,
Louise Duval left Paris for Aix-la-Chapelle. There she re-
mained some weeks, and then left it. I can learn no fuxther
traces of her movements.”

¢ Aix-la-Chapelle [ —what could she do there 1"
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“It is a Spa in great request—crowded during the summer
season with visitors from all countries. She might have gone
there for health or for pleasure.”

“Do you think that one could learn more at the Spa itself if
one went there 1"

“ Possibly. But it is so long—twenty years ago.”

“She might have revisited the place.”

¢« Certainly ; but I know no more.”

¢ Was she there under the saimme name—Duval ¥

“J am sure of that.”

“Do you think she left it alone or with others? Yon tell
me she was awfully belle—she might have attracted admirers.”

“1If,” answered Lebeau, reluctantly, * I could believe the re-
port of my informant, Louise Duval left Aix not alone, but with
some gallant—not an Euglishman. They are said to have
parted soon, and the man is now dead. But, speaking frankly,
I do not think Mademoiselle Duval would have thus com-
promised her honour and sacrificed her fature. I believe the
would have scorned all proposals that were not those of mar
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CHAPTER V.

N quitting the sorry apartment of the false M. Lamb,
Lebeau wall:ed on with slow steps and bended head,

*  like a man ahsorbed in thought. He threaded a laby-
rinth of obscure streets, no longer in the Faubourg Montmartre,
and dived at last into one of the few courts which preserve the
cachet of the moyen dge untouched by the ruthless spirit of im-
provement which, during the Second Empire, has so altered the
face of DParis. At the bottom of the court stood a large house,
much dilapidated, but bearing the trace of former grandeur in
pilasters and fietwork in the style of the Renaissance, and a
defaced coat of arms, surmounted with a ducal coronet, over
the doorway. The house had the aspect of desertion : many of
the windows were broken, others were jealously closed with
mouldering shutters. The door stood ajar ; Lebeau pushed it
open, and the action set in movement a bell within a porter's

Todaa Tha hinen than wae nat nninhahitad « it ratainad tha
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ing, during his brief career of fashion, the distinctions which
necessitate Javish expenditure, he had been the most reckless of
spendthrifts, but the neediness which follows waste had never de-
stroyed his original sense of personal honour. Certainly Victor
de Mauélon was not, at the date of his fall, a man to whom the
thought of accepting, much less of stealing, the jewels of &
woman who loved him, could have occurred as a possible ques-
tion of casuistry between honour and temptation. Nor could
that sort of question have, throughout the sternest trials or the
humblest callings to which his after-life had been subjected,
forced admission into his brain. He was one of those men,
perhaps the most terrible though unconscious criminals, who
are the offsprings produced by intellectual power and egotistical
ambition. It you had offered to Victor de Mauléon the crown
of the Casars on condition of his doing one of those base thil:g:
which “ a gentleman” can not do—pick a pocket, cheat at cal
—Victor de Mauléon would have refused the crown. He would
not have refused on account of any laws of morality affecting -
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the great upheaving of their masses, they so often contrast the
irrational credulities of their ignorance and the blind fury of
their wrath, is always exceedingly loath to pass the terrible
gulf that divides reform from revolution. He knows how
rarely it happens that genuine liberty is not disarmed in the

and what sufferings must be undergone by those who °
live by their labour during the dismal intervals between the
sudden destruction of one form of society and the gradual set-
tlement of another. Such a man, however, has no type in a
Victor de Mauléon. The circumstances of his life had placed
this strong nature at war with society, and corrupted into mis-
anthropy affections that had once been ardent. That misan-
thropy mude his ambition more intense, because it increased
his scorn for the human instruments it employed.

Victor de Mauléon knew that, however innocent of the
charges that had so long darkened his name, and however—
thanks to his rank, his manners, his savoir vivre, the aid of
Louvier’s countenance, and the support of his own high-born
connections—he might restore himself to his rightful grade in
private life, the higher prizes in public life would scarcely be
within reach, to a man of his antecedents and stinted means,
in the existent form and conditions of established political
order. Perforce, the aristocrat must make himself democratic
if he would become a political chief. Could he assist in turn-
ing upside down the actual state of things, he trusted to his
ingividual force of character to find himself among the upper-
most in the general bouleversement. And in the first stage of
popular revolution the mob has no greater darling than the
noble who deserts his order, though in the second stage it may
guillotine him at the denunciation of his cobbler. A mind so
sanguine and so audacious as that of Victor de Mauléon never
thinks of the second step if it sees a way to the first.
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CHAPTER VL

\é YHE room was in complete darkness, save where a ray
from a gas-lamp at the mouth of the court came aslant
through the window, when Citizen Le Roux re-entered,

closed the window, lighted two of the sconces, and drew forth
from a drawer in the table implements of writing, which be
placed thereon noiselessly, as if he feared to disturb M. Lebean,
whose head, buried in his hands, rested on the table. He
seemed in a profourd sleep. At last the porter gently touched
the arm of the slumberer, and whispered in his ear, * It is on
the stroke of ten, citizen ; they will be here in a minute or so."
Lebeau lifted his head drowsily.

“ Eh,” said he—*“ what $"

“ You have been asleep,”

“I suppose so, for I have been dreaming. Ha | I hear the
door-bell. I am wide awake now.”

The porter left him, and in a few minutes conducted into
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him, “ our number for the present séance is complete. To busi-
ness. Since we last met our cause has advanced with rapid
and not with noiseless stride. I need not tell you that Louis
Bonaparte has virtually ahnegated Les idées Napoléoniennes—s
fatal mistake for him, a glorious advance for us. The liberty
of the press must very shortly be achieved, and with it persanal
government must end. When the autocrat once is compelled
to go by the advice of his ministers, look for sudden changes
1lis ministers will be but weathercocks, turned hither and
thither according as the wind chops at Paris ; and Paris is the
temple of the winds. The new revolution is almost at hand.”
(Murmurs of applause.) “It would move the laughter of the
Tuileries and its ministers, of the Bourse and its gamblers, of
every daiuty sulon of this silken city of would-be philosophers
and wits, if they were told that here within this mouldering
burague, eight men, so little blessed by fortune, so little known
to fame as oursclves, met to concert the fall of an empire. The
government would not deem us important enough to notice our
existence.”
“] know not that,” interrupted the Pole.
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action, because we are representative men, each of his own
section, and each section is capable of an indefinite expansion.
* You, valiant Pole—you, politic Italian—enjoy the confi-
dence of thousands now latent in unwatched homes and harm-
less callings, but who, when you lift a finger, will, like the
buried dragon’s teeth, spring up into armed men. You, Jan
Vanderstegen, the trusted delegate from Verviers, that swarm-
ing camp of wronged labour in its revolt from the iniquities
of capital—you, when the hour arrives, can touch the wire that
flashes the telegram ‘Arise’ through all the lands in which work-
men combine against their oppressors.
“Of us five Frenchmen let me speak more modestly. You—
and scholar—Felix Ruvigny, honoured alike for the pro-
fandity of your science and the probity of your manners, in-
duced to join us by your abhorrence of priestcraft and super-
stition—yon have a wide connection among all the enlightenced
reasoners who would emancipate the mind of man from the
trammels of Church-born fable—and when the hour arrives in
which it is safe to say, ‘Delenda est livma,’ yon know where to
find the pens that are more victorious than swords acainst a
Church and a Creed. You” (turning to the surgeon)—“you,
Gaspard le Noy, whom a vile calumny hasrobbed of the throne
in your profession, so justly due to your skill —you, nobly scorn-
ing the rich and great, have devoted yourself to tend and heal
the humble and penniless, so that you have won the popular
title of the ¢ Méderin des Punrres—when the time comes wherein
soldiers shall fly before the suns-culotles, and the mob shall be-
gin the work which they who move mobs will: complete, the
clients of Gaspard le Noy will be the avengers of his wrongs.
“ You, Armand Monnier, simply outrier, but of illustrious
parentage, for your grandsire was the beloved friend of the
virtuous Robespierre, your father perished a hero and a maityr
in the massacre of the coup d'état—you, cultured in the eloquence
of Robespierre himself, and in the persnasive philosophy of
Robespierre’s teacher, Rousseau—you, the idolized orator of
the Red Republicans—you will be indeed a chiet of dauntless
bands when the trumpet sounds for battle. Young publicist
and poet, Gustave Rameau—I care not which you are at pres-
ent, gol:now what you will be soon-—you need nothing for the
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development of your powers over the many but an organ for
their manifestation. Of that anon. I now descend into the
bathos of egotism. I am compelled lastly to speak of mysel.
It was at Marseilles and Lyons, as you already know, thatI
first conceived the plan of this representative association. For
years before I had been in familliar intercourse with the friends
of freedlom—that is, with the foes of the empire. They are
not all poor. Some few are rich and generous. I do not sy
these rich and few concur in the ultimate objects of the poor
and many.” But they concur in the first object, the demohtion
of that which exists—the empire. 1n the course of my specisl
calling of negotiator or agent in the towns of the Midi, I
formed friendships with some of these prosperous malcontents.
And out of these friendships I conceived the idea which is em-
budied in this council.

“ According to that conception, while the council may com-
municate as 1t will with all societies, secret or open, having
revolution for their object, the council refuses to merge itself
in any other confuderation : it stands aloof and independent;
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you that, and—how? Not from my own resources; they but
suffice to support myself. Not by contributions from ouvriers,
who, as you well know, will subscribe only for their own ends
in the victory of workmen over masters. 1 bring money to
you from the coffers of rich malcontents. Their politics are
not those of most present ; their politics are what they term
moderate. Some are, indeed, for a republie, but for a republic
strong in defence of order, in support of property ; others—
and they are the more numerous and the more rich —for a con-
stitutional monarchy, and, if possible, for the abridgment of
universal suffrage, which, in their eyes, tends only to anarchy
in the towns and arbitrary rule under priestly influence in the
rural districts. They would not subscribe a sou if they thought
it went to further the designs whether of Ruvigny the atheist,
or of Monnier, who would enlist the Deity of Rousseau on the
side of the drapeau rouge—not a scu if they knew I had the
honour to boast such confréres as I see around me. They sub-
scribe, as we concert, for the fall of Bonaparte. The policy I
adopt I borrow from the policy of the English Liberals. In
Engri.and, potent millionnaires, high-born dukes, devoted Church-
men, belonging to the Liberal party, accept the services of men
who look forward to measures which would ruin capital, eradi-
cate aristocracy, and destroy the Church, provided these men
combine with them in some immediate step onward against the
Tories. They have a proverb which I thus adapt to French
localities: If a train passes Fontainebleau on its way to Mar-
seilles, why should I not take it to Fontainebleau because other
ngers are going on to Marseilles

“ Confréres, it seems to me the moment has come when we
may venture some of the fund placed at my disposal to other
purposes than those to which it has been hitherto devoted. T
ropuse, therefore, to set up a journal under the auspices of
ustave Rameau as editor-in-chief—a journal which, if he
listen to my advice, will create no small sensation. It will
begin with a tone of impartiality: it will refrain trom all
violence of invective : it will have wit ; it will have sentiment
and eloquence ; it will win its way into the saluns and eaféx of
educated men ; and then—and then—when it does change trom
polished satire into fierce denunciation, and sides with the
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blouses, its effect will be startling and terrific. Of this I wil
say more to Citizen Rameau in private. To you I need not
enlarge upon the fact that, at Paris, a combination of men,
though immeasurably superior to us in status or influence,
without a journal at command, is nowhere ; with such a journal
written not to alarm but to seduce fluctuating opinions, a com-
bination of men immeasurably inferior to us may be anywhere.

“ Confréres, this affair settled, I proceed to distribute among
you sums of which each who receives will render me an account
except our valued confrére the Pole.  All that we can subscribe
to the cause of humanity a representative of Poland requires
for himsclf.” (A suppressed laugh among all but the Pole, who
looked round with a grave, imposing air, as much as to sy,
“What is there to laugh at—a simple truth.”)

M. Lebeau then presented to each of his confrires a sealed
envelope, containing, no doubt, a bank-note, and perhaps also
private instructions as to its disposal. It was one of his rules
to make the amount of any sum granted to an individual mem-
ber of the society from the fund at his disposal a confidential
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talents fit him for those goals on which they who reach write
names that posterity shall read. Struck with certain articles
of yoursin the journal made celebrated by the wit and gaiety
of Savarin, I took pains privately to inquire into your birth,
your history, connections, antecedents. All confirmed my first
impression, that you were exactly the writer I wish to secare
to our cause. I thercfore sought you in your rooms, unintro-
duced and a stranger, in order to express my admiration

your compositions. Dref, we soon became friends ; and after
comparing minds I admitted you, at your request, into this
Seeret Council.  Now in proposing to you the conduct of the
journal T would establish, for which I am prepared to find all
necessary funds, I am compelled to make imperative conditions.
Nominally you will be editor-inchief: that station, if the
journals succeeds, will secure you position and fortune; if it
fail, you fail with it. But we will not speak of failure;1
must have it succeed. Our interest, then, is the same. Before
that interest all puerile vanities fade away. Nominally, I say,
you are editor-in-chief ; but all the real work of editing will a
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and will find good even if they are bad. You must consign
one column to the playful comments and witticisms of Savarin.”

“Savarin 1 But he has a journal of his own. He will not,
as an author, condescend to write in one just set up by me.
And as a politician, he as certainly will not aid in an vltra.
democratic revolution. If he care for politics at all, heisa
constitutionalist, an Orleanist.”

« Enfant / as an anthor Savarin will condescend to contribute
to your journal, firstly, hecause it in no way attempts to inter-
fere with his own ; secondly—I can tell you a secret— Sava-
rin’s journal no longer suffices for his existence ; he has sold
more than two-thirds of its property; he is in debt, and his
creditor is urgent ; and to-morrow you will offer Savarin 30,000
francs for one column from his pen, and signed by his name,
for two months from the day the journal starts. He will ac-
cept, partly because the sum will clear off the debt that hampers
him, partly because he will take care that the amount hecomes
known ; and that will help him to command higher terms for
the sale of the'remaining shares in the journal he now edits,
for the new book which you told me he intended to write, and
for the new journal which he will be sure to set up as soon as
he has disposed of the old one. You say that, as a politician,
Savarin, an Orleanist, will not aid in an ultra-democratic revo-
lation. Who asks him to do so? Did I not imply at the
meeting that we conmence our journal with politics the mildest?
Though revolutions are not made with rose-water, it is rose-
water that nourishes their roots. The polite cynicism of au-
thors, read by those who float on the surface of society, prepares
the way for the social ferment in its deeps. Had there been no
Voltaire, there would have been no Camille Desmoulins. Had
there been no Diderot, there would have been no Marat.  We
start as polite cynics. Of all cynics Savarin is the politest.
But when I bid high for him, it is his clique that I bid for.
Without his clique he is but a wit ; with his clique. a power.
Partly out of that clique, partly out of acircle beyond it, which
Savarin can more or less influence, T select ten.  Here is the
list of them ; study it. Entre nous, 1 esteem their writings as
little as I do artificial flies ; but they are the artificial flies at
which, in this particular season of the year, the public rise.
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You must procure at least five of the ten; and I leave you
carte blanche as to the terms. Savarin gained, the best of them
will be proud of being his associates. Observe, none of these
messieurs of Lrilliant 1magination are to write political articles;
those will be furnished to you anonymously, and inserted with-
out erasure or omission. \When you have secured Savarin, and
five at least of the collaborafeurs in the list, write to me at my
office. I give you four days to do this ; and the day thejourna
starts you enter into the income of 15,000 francs a year, with
a rise in salary proportioned to profits. Are you contented
with the terms ¥”

“Of course I am ; but supposing I do nof gain the aid of
Savarin, or five at least of the list you give, which I see ata
glance contains names the most & la mode in this kind of writ-
ing, more than one of them of high social rank, whom it is
difticult for me even to approach—if, I say, I fail §”

“ What ! with a curfe blunche of terms? fie! Are you s
Parisian 1 Well, to answer you frankly, if you fail in 8o eas
a task you are not the man to edit our journal, and I shall fin
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He spent several hours of the next morning in answering nu-
merous letters accumulated during his absence. Late in the
afternoon he had an interview with M. Renard, who, as at
that season of the year he was not overbusied with other affairs,
engaged to obtain leave to place his services at Graham's com-
mand during the time requisite for enquiries at Aix, and to
be in readiness to start the next day. Graham then went
forth to pay one or two farewell visits, and these over, bent
his way through the Champs Elysées towards Isaura’s villa,
when he suddenly encountered Rochebriant on horseback.
The Marquis courteously dismounted, committing his horse to
the care of the.groom, and linking his arm in Graham’s, ex-
pressed his pleasure at seeing him. again; then, with some
visible hesitation and embarrassment, he turned the conversa-
tion toward the political aspect of France.

“ There was,” he said, “ much in certain words of yours
when we last walked together in this very path that sank
deeply into my mind at the time, and over which I have of
Iate still more earnestly reflected. You spoke of the duties
& Frenchman owed to France, and the ¢ impolicy ’ of remaining
aloof from all public employment on the part of those attached
to the Legilimist cause.”

“True, it can not be the policy of any party to forget that
between the irrevocable past and the uncertain future there in-
tervenes the action of the present time.”

“8hnuld you, as an impartial by-stander, consider it dishon-
ourable in me if I entered the military service under the ruling
sovereign 1"

¢ Certainly not, if your country needed you. ¢

“ And it may, may it not? I hear vague rumours of coming
war in almost every salon I frequent. There has been gun-
powder in the atmosphere we breathe ever since the battle of
Sadowa. What do you think of German arrogance and am-
bitiont Will they suffer the swords of France to rust in their
scabbards 1”

“ My dear Marquis, I should incline to put the question otlicr-
wise. Will the jealous amour propre of France permit the
swords of Germany to remain sheathed ¥ But in either case’
Do politician can see without grave apprehension two nations so
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warlike, close to each other, divided by a border-land that one
covets and the other will not yield, each armed to the teeth;
the one resolved to brook no rival, the other equally determined
to resist all aggression. And therefore, as you say, war is in
the atmosphere; and we may also hear, in the clouds tha
give no sign of dispersion, the growl of the gathering thunder.
War may come any day ; and if France be not at once the
victor—"

“France not at once the victor!” interrupted Alain, pas
sionately ; “and against a Prussian! Permit me to say no
Frenchman can believe that.”

¢ Let no man despise a foe,” said Graham, smiling half sadly.
“ However, I must not incur the danger of wounding your
national susceptibilities. To return to the point you raise. If
France needed the aid of her best and bravest, a true descend-
ant of Henri Quatre ought to blush for his ancient noblesse were
a Rochebriant to say, ¢ But I don't like the colour of the flag.’”

“Thank you,” said Alain, simply ; ¢ thatis enough.” There
was a pause, the young men walked on slowly, arm in arm.
And then there flashed across Graham'’s mind the recollection
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vanish perhaps still more utterly for a noble of your illustrious
name ; you remember }”

“Yes,” answered Alain, hesitatingly, and with a look of
surprise.

“ I wish now to retract all I said thereon. Mademoiselle
Ci;::gna i8 not bent on the profession for which she was edu-
ca She would willingly renounce all idea of entering it.
The only counter-weight which, viewed whether by my reason
or my prejudices, cou'fd be placed in the opposite scale to that
of the excellences which might make any man proud to win
her, is withdrawn. I have become acquainted with her since
the date of our conversation. Hers is a mind that harmonizes
with the loveliness of her face. In one word, Marquis, I should
deem myself honoured, as well as blessed, by such a bride. It
was due to her that I should say this ; it was due also to you,
in caze you retain the impression I sought in ignorance to ef-
face. And I am bound as a gentleman, to obey this two-fold
duty, even though in so doing I bring upon myself the afflic-
tion of a candidate for the hand to which I would fain myself
aspire—a cardidate with pretensions in every way far superior
to my own.”

An older or a more cynical man than Alain de Rochebriant
might well have found something snspicious in a confession
thus singularly volunteered ; but the Marquis was himself so
loyal that he had no doubt of the loyalty of Graham.

“] reply to you,” he said, « with a frankness which finds an
example in your own. The first fair face which attracted my
fancy since my arrival at Paris was that of the Italian demoiselle
of whom you speak in terms of such respect. I do thivk if I
had then been thruwn into her society, and found her to be
such as you no doubt truthfully describe, that fancy might
have become a very grave emotion. I was then so poor, so
friendless, so despondent. Your words of warning impressed
me at the time, but less durably than you might suppose ; for
that very night, as I sat in my solitary attic, I said to myself :
¢ Why should I shrink, with an obsolete old-world prejudice,
from what my forefathers would have termed a wnésalliance ?
‘What is the value of my birthright now ? None—worse than
uome. It excludes me from all careers ; my name is but a load
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that weighs me down. Wliy should I make that namea curs
as well as a burden 7 Nothing is left to me hut that whichis
permitted to all men—wedded and holy love. Could I wint
my heart the smile of a woman who brings me that dower, the
home of my fathers would lose its gloom.” And therefore, if
at that time I had become familiarly acquaiuted with her who

had thus attracted my eye and engaged my thoughts, she might
have become my destiny ; but now I”
“ But now 1"

“ Thinge have changed. I am no longer poor, friendles,
solitary. I have entered the world of my equals as a Roche-
briant ; T have made myself responsible for the dignity of my
name. I could not give that name to one, however peerlessin
herself, of whom the world would say, ¢But for her marri
she would have been a singer on the stage !’ I will own more:
the fancy I conceived for the first fair face other fair faces have
dispelled. At this moment, however, I have no thought of
marriage ; and having known the anguish of struggle, the pri-
vations of poverty, 1 would ask no woman to share the hazard
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as if, like the pretended spirit manifestations, impelled by an
invisible agency without the pale of the world. She was intoxi-
cated by the mere joy of inventing ideal images. In her own
special art an elaborate artist, here she had no thought of art;
if art was in ker work, it sprang unconsciously from the har-
mony between herself and her subject—as it is, perhaps, with
the early soarings of the genuine lyric poets, in contrast to the
dramatic. For the true lyric poet is intensely personal, intensely
subjective. It is himself that he expresses—that he represents
—and he almost ceases to be lyrical when he secks to go out of
his own existence into that of others with whom he has no
sympathy, no rapport. This tale was vivid with genius as yet
untutored—genius in its morning freshness, full of beauties, full
of faults. Isaura distinguished not the faults from the beanties
She felt only a vague persuasion that there was a something
higher and brighter—a something more true to her own idiosyn-
crasy—than could be achieved by the art that **sings other
people’s words to other people’s music.” From the work thus
commenced she had now paused. And it seemed to her fancies
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a very delicate sentiment in very felicitous diction. Oue of
those choice condensations of thought, suggesting so much
more than is said, which are never found in mediocre writers,
and, rare even in the hest, come upon us like truths seized by
surprise.

 Parblew ! ” exclaimed Savarin, in the impulse of genuine
admiration, “but this is beautiful ; what is more, it is original ;'
and he read the words aloud. Blushing with shame and
ﬁssentment, Isaura turned and hastily placed her hand on the

¢« Pardon,” said Savarin, humbly ; “I confess my sin, butit
was so unpremeditated that it does not merit a severe penance.
Do not look at me so reproachfully. We all know that young
ladies keep commonplace-books in which they enter passages
that strike them in the passages they read. And you have but
shown an exquisite taste in selecting this gem. Do tell me
where you found it. Is it somewhere in Lamartine $ "

“ No,” answered Isaura, half inaudibly, and with an effurt to
withdraw the paper.  Savarin gently detained her hand, and
looking earnestly into her tell-tale face, divined her secret.
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“ So much the better,” said Savarin ; and he took the MS.,
withdrew to a recess by the further window, and seated him-
self there, reading silently and quickly, but now and then with
a brief pause of reflection.

Ramean placed himself beside Isaura on the divan, and be-
gan talking with her earnestly—earnestly, for it was about
himself and his aspiring hopes. Isaura, on the other hand,
more woman-like than author-like, ashamed even to seem ab-
sorbed in herself and her hopes, and with her back turned, in
the instinct of that shame, against the reader of her MS.—
Isaura listened and sought to interest herself solely in the young
fellow-author. Seeking to do so she si'ce:eded genuinely, for
ready sympathy was a prevalent charaeteristic of her nature.

“ Oh,” said Rameau, “ I am at the turning*point of my life.
Ever since boyhood I have been haunted with the words of
Anr: 'ré Chénier on the morning he was led to the scaffold :
¢ And yet there was eomething here,’ striking his forchead.
Yes, I, poor, low-horn, Jannching myself headlong in the chase
of a name ; I, underrated, uncomprehended, indebted even for
a hearing to the patronage of an amiable trifler like Savarin,
ranked by petty rivals in a grade below themselves—-I now see
before me, suddenly, abruptly presented, the expanding gates
into fame and fortune. Assist me, you ! ”

“ But how 1” said Isaura, already forgetting her MS. ; and
certainly Rameau did not refer to that.

¢ How !” echoed Rameau. “ How! But do you not, see—
or, at least, do you not conjecture—this journal of which
Savarin speaks contains my present and my future ? Present
independence, opening to fortune and renown. Ay—and who
shall say #—renown beyond that of the mere writer. Behind
the gandy scaffolding of this rickety empire a new social edifice
unperceived arises, and in that edifice the halls of state
shall be given to the men who help obscurely to build
it—to men like me.” Here, drawing her hand into his
own, fixing on her the most inploring gaze of his dark per-
suasive eyes,and utterly unconscious of bathos in his adjuration,
he added, ¢ Plead for me with your whole mind and heart ;
use your uttermost influence with the illustrious writer, whose
pen can assure the fates of my journal.
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Here the door suddenly opened, and following the servaut,

who announced unintelligibly his name, there entered Grabsm
Vane.

CHAPTER X.

VYHE Englishman halted at the threshold. His eye, past
ing rapidly over the figure of Savarin readingin the
window niche, rested upon Rameau and Isanra seated

on the same divan, he with her hand clasped in both his own,
and bending his face towards hers so closely that a loose trees
of her ha'  ~ccmed to touch his forehead.

The Englishman halted, and no revolution which changes
the habitudes and forms of states was ever so sudden as
that which passed without a word in the depths of his uncon-
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« A sufficient guarantee for .its excellence. What is ‘the
name of the journal 1"~ )

“ Not yet thought of,” answered Savarin. * Babes must he
born before they are christened ; but it will be instruction
enough to your bookseller to crder the new journal to be edited
by Gustave Rameau.”

Bowing ceremoniously to the editor in prospect, Graham
said half ironically, “May I hope that in the department of
criticism you will not be too hard upon poor Tasso 1

«“ Never fear ; the signorina, who adores Tasso, will take
him under her special protection,” said Savaiin, interrupting
Rameau's sullen and embarrassed reply.

Graham’s brow slightly contracted. *Mademoiselle,” he
said, “ is then to be united in the conduct of this journal with
M. Gustave Rameau?”

“ No, indeed !” exclaimed Isaura, somewhat frightened at
the idea. :

¢ But I hope,” said Savarin, ‘ that the signorina may become
a contributor too important for an editor to offend by insulting
her favourites, Tasso included. Rameau and I cawe hither to
entreat her influence with her intimate and llustricus fricud,
Madame de Grantmesnil, to insure the success ¢f our un.ici-
taking bg sanctioning the announcement of her name as a con-
tributor.

“Upon social questions—such as the laws of marriage ?”
said Graham, with a sarcastic smile, which concealed the quiver
of his lip and the pain in his voice.

¢« Nay,” answered Savarin, ‘“ our journal will be too sportive,
I hope, for matters so profound. We would rather have
Madame de Grantmesnil’s aid in some short roman, which will
charm the fancy of all and offend the opinions of none. But
since I came into the room I care less for the signorina’s in-
fluence with the great authoress ;” and he glanced significantly
at the MS.

“ How 80 3” asked Graham, his eye following the glance.

“If the writer of this MS. will conclude what she has be-

, we shall be independent of Madame de Grantmesnil.”

¢ Fie !” cried Isaura, impulsively, her face and neck bathed

in blushes—* fie | such words are a mockery.” )
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Graham gazed at her intently, and then turned his eyes on
Savarin. He guessed aright the truth. ¢ Mademoiselle, then,
is an author ¥ In the style of her friend Madame de Grant
mesnil }”

“ Bah ! " said Savarin ; “Ishould indeed be guilty of mockery
if T paid the signorina so false a compliment as to say thatin
a first effort she attained to the style of one of the most finished
sovereigns of language that has ever swayed the literature of
France. When I 'say, ¢ Give us this tale completed, and I shall
be consoled if the journal does not gain the aid of Madamede
Grantmesnil,” I mean that in these pages there is that name
less charm of freshness and novelty which compensates for
many faults never committed by a practised pen like Madame
de Grangmesnil's. My dear young lady, go on with this story
—finish it. When finished, do not disdain any suggestions [
may offer in the way of correction. And I will venture to pre-
dict to you so brilliant a career as author, that you will not
regret should you resign for that career the bravos you could
cemmand as actress and singer.” The Englishman pressed his
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to a nobler vocation than that of the singer, that the cage bar
was opened, and space bathed in sunshine was inviting the
new-felt wings—subordinate even to that joy was a joy more
wholly, more simply, woman's.  “ If,” thought she in this joy,
“ if this be true, my proud ambition is realized ; all disparities
of worth and fortune are annulled between me and him to
whom I would bring no shame of mésalliance /” Poor dreamer !
poor child !

¢ You will let me see what you have written,” said Ramean,
somewhat imperiously, in the sharp voice habitual to him, and
which pierwre Graham's ear like a splinter of glass,

“ No—not now ; when finished.”

“ You will finish it 3"

% Oh yes ; how can I help it after such encouragement ?”
She held out her hand to Savarin, who kissed it gallantly ;
then her eyes intuitively sought Graham's. By that time he
had recovered his self-possession: he met bher look tranquilly
and with a smile; but the smile chilled her - she knew not why.

The conversation then passed upon books and authors of
the day, and was chiefly supported by the satirical pleasantries
of Savarin, who was in high good spirits.

Graham, who, as we know, had come with the hope ot see-
ing Isaura alone, and with the intention of uttering words
which, however guarded, might yet in absence serve as links
of union, now no longer coveted that interview, no longer
meditated those words. He soon rose to depart.

“ Will you dine with me to-morrow 3" asked Savarin.
¢ Perhaps I may induce the signorina and Rameau to offer yon
the temptation of meeting them.”

« By to-morrow I shall be leagues away.”

Isaura’s heart sank. This time the MS. was fairly forgotten.

“You never said you were going so soon,” cried Savarin.
“ When do you come back, vile deserter §”

«] cannot even guess. Monsicur Ramean, count me among

our subscribers. Mademoisclle, my best regards to Signora
%enosta. When I see you again, no doubt you will have be-
come famous.”

Isaura here could not control herself. She rose impulsively,
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a[r:l% approached him, holding out her hand, and attemptings
smile.

“But not famous in the way that you warned me from,” she
said, in whispered tones. “You are friends with me stillt”
It was like the piteous wail of a child seeking to make it op
with one who wants to quarrel, the child knows not why.

Graham was moved, but what could he say ¥ Could he have
the right to warn her from this profession also, forbid all de-
gires, all roads of fame to this brilliant aspirant$ Evena
declared and accepted lover might well bave deemed that that
would be to ask too much. He replied, “ Yes, always a friend,
if you could ever need one.” Her hand slid from his, and she
turned away wounded to the quick.

¢« Have you your coupé at the dvor 3” asked Savarin.

“ Simply a fiacre.”

“ And are going back at once to Paris$”

“ Yes.”

“ Will you kindly drop me in the Rue de Rivoli $*

¢ Charmed to be of use.”
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authors have not the rents of you rich English milords. And
though I am the most economical of our tribe, yet that journal
of mine has failed me of late ; and this morning I did not
exactly see how I was to repay a sum I had been obliged to
borrow of a money-lender—for I am too proud to borrow of
friends, and too sagacious to borrow of publishers —when in
walks ce cher petit Gustave with an offer for a few trifles toward
starting this new made journal, which makes a new man of me.
Now I am in the undertaking, my amour propre and my repu-
tation are concerned in its success, and I shall take care that
collaborateurs of whose company I am not ashamed are in the
same boat. But that charming girl, Isaura | What an enigma
the gift of the pen is! No one can ever guess who has it
until tried.”

“ The young lady’s MS., then, really merits the praise you
bestowed on it $”

“ Much more praise, though a great deal of blame, which I
did not bestow. For in a first work faults insure success as
much as beauties. Anything better than tame correctness.
Yes, her first work, to judge by what is written, must make a
hit—a great hit. And that will decide her career—a singer, an
actress, may retire, often does when she matries an author.
But once an author, always an author.”

“Ah!l isit so ¥ If you had a beloved daughter, Savarin,
would you encourage her to be an author $”

¢ Frankly, no—principally because in that case the chances
are that she would marry an author ; and French authors, at
least in the imaginative school, make very uncomfortable hus-
bands.”

“ Ah ! you think the signorina will marry one of those
uncomfortable husbands—M. Rameaun, perhaps 1”

* Rameau ! Hein /! nothing more likely. That beautiful
face of his has its fascination.  And to tell you the truth, my
wife, who is a striking illustraticn of the truth that what
woman wills Heaven wills, is bent upon that improvement in
Gustave’s moral life which she thinks a union with Mademoi-
selle Cicogna would achieve. At all events, the fair ltalian
would have in Rameau a hushand who would not suffer her to
burv her talents under a bushel. If she succeeds as a writer
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(by succeeding I mean making money), he will see thame at
her iuk-bottle is never empty ; and if she don’t succeed as
writer, he will take care that the world shall ~in an actre- s
or a singer.  For Gustave Rameau has a great taste feor
luxury and show; and whatever his wife can make, I will ve x>
ture to say that he will manage to spend.”

“ I thought you had an esteem and regard for Mademoiselle
Cicogna. It is madame, your wife, I suppose, who has a grudge
against her3”

“ On the contrary, my wife idolizes her.”

“ Savages sacrifice to their idols the things they deem of
value. Civilized Parisians sacrifice their idols themselves—
and to a thing that is worthless.”

¢ Ramean ws not worthless; he has beauty and youth and
talent. My wife thinks more highly of him than I do; but
I must respect a man who has found admirers so sincere as to
set him up in a journal, and give him carte blunche for
terms to contributors. 1 know of no man in Paris more valo-
abl:to me. s worth to me this morning is 30,000 francs.
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words that would fain have leaped from my heart—did not say
¢ I may not be the rich man I seem, but in that case I shall be
yet more ambitious, because struggle and labour are the sinews
of ambition ! Should I be rich, will you adorn my station ?
should I be poor, will you enrich my poverty with your smile %
And can you, in either case, forego--rgally, painlessly forego,
as you led me to hope—the pride in your own arti’ My am-
bition were killed did I marry an actress. a singer. Better that
than the hungerer after excitements which are never allayed,
the struggler in a career which admits of no retirement— the
woman to whom marriage is no goal— who remains to the last
the property of the public, and glories to dwell in a house of
glass into which every bystander has a right to peer. Is this -
the ideal of an Englishman’s wife and home # No, no !- -woe
is me, no!”



BOOK SIXTH;

CHAPTER L

% FEW weeks after the date of the preceding chapters

gay party of men were assembled at supper in one
) of the private salons of the Maison Dorés. The sup-
per was given by Frederic Lemercier, and the guests
were, though in various ways, more or less distin-
guished. Rank and fashion were not unworthily represented by
Alain de Rochebriant and Enguerrand de 'Vandemn!:, by whose

AL B I PR
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estcem. He extends the esteem of self to those around him;
his home, his village, his city, his country—all belong to him.
It is a duty he owes to himself to defend them. Give himhis
pipe and his sabre—and, M. le Colonel, believe me, you will
never take the Rhine from him.”

“ Prr,” cried the Colonel ; “ but we have had the Rhine.”

“ We did not keep it. And Ishould not say I had a franc
picce if I borrowed it from your purse and had to give it back
next day.”

Here there arose a general hubbub of voices, all raised
against M. Savarin.  Enguerrand, like a man of good im,
hastened to change the conversation.

“ Let us leave these poor wretches to their sour wines and
toothaches.  We drinkers of the Champagne, all our own, have
only pity for the rest of the human race. This new journsl,
Le Sens Commun, has a strange title, M. Savarin.”

“Yes ; Le Sens Commun is not common in Paris, where we
all have too much genius for a thing so vulgar.”

“Pray,” said the young painter, “tell me what you mean by
the title, Le Nens Commun. 1t is mysterious.”
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polish of his style, “ they are certainly not the composition of
any eminent writer. No eloguence, no sentiment ; though I
ought not to speak disparagingly of a fellow-contributor.”

t All that may be very true,” said Savarin, “but M. Enguer-
rand is right. The papers are evidently the work of a man of
the world, and it is for that reason that they have startled the
public, and established the success of Le Sens Commun. But
wait a week or two longer, messieurs, and then tell me what you
think of a new roman by a new writer, which we shall announce
In our impression to-morrow. I shall be disappointed, indeed,
if that does not charm you. No lack of eloquence and senti-
ment there.”

“ ] am rather tired of eloquence and sentiment,” said Enguer-
rand. “ Your editor, Gustave Rameau, sickens me of them
with his ¢ Starlit Meditations in the Streets of Paris,’ morbid
imitations of Heine’s enigmatical ‘ Evening Songs.’ Your
journal would be perfect if you could suppress the editor.”

“ Suppress Gustave Rameau ! ” cried Bernard, the painter;
“ I adore his poems, full of heart for poor suffering humanity.”

¢ Suffering humanity so far as it is packed up in himself,”
said the physician, dryly, “ and agreat deal of the suffering is
bile. But & propos of your new journal, Savarin, there is a
paragraph init to-day which excites my curiosity. It says that
the Vicomte de Mauléon has arrived in Paris, after many ycars
of foreign travel ; and then, referring modestly enough to the
reputation for talent which he had acquired in early youth,
pruceeds to indulge in a prophecy of the future political career,
of a man who, if he have a grain of sens convnun, must think
that the less said about him the better. I remember him well ;
a terrible mauvais sujet, but superbly handsome.  There was a
shocking story about the jewels of a fureign duchess, which
obliged him to leave Paris.”

¢ But,” said Savarin, ¢ the paragraph you refer to hints that
that story is a groundless calumny, and that the true reason
for De Mauléon’s voluntary self-exile was a very common one
among young Parisians—he had lavished away his fortune.
He returns when, either by heritage or his own exertions, he
has secured elsewhere a competence.”

“ Nevertheless, I cannot think that society will receive him,”
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“ Yes, I shall be charmed to meet again a man who, what-
ever might be his errors in youth, on which,” added Alain,
slightly colouring, “ it certainly does not be¢omeé me to be
severe, must have suffered the most poignant anguish a man of
honour can undergo—rvis., honour suspected—and who now,
whether by years or sorrow, is so changed that I cannot recog-
nize a likeness to the character I have just heard given to him
as mauvais sujel and vaurien.”

¢ Bravo!” cried Enguerrand ; ¢ all honour to courage—
and at Paris it requires great courage to defend the absent.”

“ Nay,” answered Alain, in a low voice. ¢ The gentilhomme
who will not defend another gentilhomme traduced would, as a
soldier, betray a citadel and desert a flag.”

¢ You say M. de Mauléon is changed,” said De Brézé ; « yes,
he must be growing old. No trace left of his good looks ?”

* Pardon me,” said Enguerrand, “he is bien conservé, and
has still a very handsome head and an imposing presence. But
one cannot help doubting whether he deserves the formidable
reputation he acquired in youth ; his manner is so singnlarly
mild and gentle, his conversation so winningly modest, so void
of pretence, and his mode of life is as simple as that of a
Spanish hidalgo.” ’

. “ He does not, then, affect the rdle of Monte Christo,” said
Duplessis, “ and buy himself into notice like that hero of
romance $”

“ Certainly not , he says very frankly that he has but a very
small income, but more than enough for his wants—richer than
in his youth ; for he has learned content. We may dismiss
the hint in Le Sens Commun about his future political carcer ;
at least he evinces no such ambition.” .

“ How could he as a Legitimist 1 ” said Alain, bitterly.
“ What department wanld elect him 1”

“ But is he a Legitimist ?” asked De Brézé.

“ I take it for granted that he must be that,” answered
Alain, haughtily, ¢ for he is a De Mauléon.”

< His father was as good a De Mauléon as himself, I presume,”
rejoined De Brézé, dryly; “ and he enjoyed a place at the
Court of Louis Philippe, which a Legitimist would scarcely
accept. Victor did not, I fancy, trouble his head about politics
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at all, at the time I remember him ; but to judge by his chief
associates, and the notice he received from the Princes of the
Hause of Orleans, I should guess that he had no predilections
in favour of Henri V.”

“I should regret to think so,” said Alain, yet more haughtily,
“ since the De Mauléons acknowledge the head of their hous
in the representative of the Rochebriants.”

“ At all eveuts,” said Duplessis, “ M. de Mauléon appears to
be a philosopher of rare stamp. A Parisian who has knewn
riches and is contented to be poor is a phenomenon I should
like to study.”

“ You have that chance to-morrow evening, M. Daplessis,”
said Enguerrand.

“ What! at M. Louvier’s dinner? Nay, I have no other
acquaintance with M. Louvier than that of the Bourse, and the
acquaintance is not cordial.”

“ 1 did not mean M. Louvier'’s dinner. but at the Duclese
de Tarascon’s hall.  You, as one of her special favourites, will
doubtless honour her reunion.” :

T . Al v . . -1 T D
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CHAPTER II

ES, the Sens Commun was a success ; it had made a sensa-
tion at starting ; the sensation was on the increase. It
is difficult for an Englishman to comprehend the full

influence of a successful jonrnal at Paris ; the station—political,
literary, social—which it confers on the contributors who effect
the success. M. Lebeau had shown much more sagacity in
selecting Gustave Rameau for the nominal editor than Savarin
supposed or my reader might detect. 1In the first place, Gus-
tave himself, with all his defects of information and solidity of
intellect, was not without real genius ; and a sort of genius
that, when kept in restraint, and its field confined to sentiment
or sarcasm, was in unison with the temper of the day; in the
second place, it was only through Gustave that Lebeau could
have got at Savarin ; and the names which that brilliant writer
had secured at ti.e outset would have sufficed to draw attention
to the earliest numbers of the Sens Commun, despite a title
which did not seem alluring.  But these names alone could not
have sufliced to circulate the new journal to the extent it had
already reached. This was due to the curiosity excited by
leading articles of a style new to the Parisian public, and of
which the authorship defied conjecture. They were signed
Pierre Firmin—supposed to be a nom de plume, as that name
was utterly unknown in the world of letters. They affected
the tone of an impartial observer ; they neither espoused nor
attacked any particular party ; they laid down no abstract
doctrines of government. But somchow or other, in language
terse yet familiar, sometimes careless yet never vulgar, they
expressed a prevailing sentiment of uneasy discontent, a fore-
bodiing of some destined change in things established, without
defining the nature of such change, without saying whether it
would be for good or for evil. In his criticisms upon individuals
the writer was guarded and moderate—the keenest-cyed censor
of the press-could not have found a pretext for interference
with expressions of opinions so polite. Of the Emperor these
axticles spoke little, but that little was not disrespectful ; yet,
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day after day, the articles contributed to sap the empire. Al
malcontents of every shade comprehended, as by a secret of
frecmasonry, that in this journal they had - -lly. Amiest
religion not a word was uttered, yet the enciues of religima
hought that journal ; still, the friends of religion bought it tm.
for those articles treated with irony the philosuphers on pa
who thought that their contradictory erotchets conld fuse them
selves into any single Utopia, or that any social edifice, Inr-
riedly run up by the crazy few, could become a permanent haiv
tation for the turbulent many, without the clamps of a cresd.

The tone of these articles always corresponded with the title
of the journal— Common Sense. It was to common sense that it
appealed—appealed in the utterance of a man who disdainel
the subtle theories, the vehement declamation, the erednius
beliefs, or the inflated bombast which constitute so large a por-
tion of the Parisian press. The articles rather resembled cvr-
tain organs of the English press, which profess to be blindel
by no enthusiasm for anybody or anything, which find their
sale in that sympathy with ill nature to which Huet ascribes
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the Vicomte de Mauléon ascended the stairs. Raoul did not
accompany them ; he went very rarely to any balls—never to
one given by an Imperialist, however nearly related to him the
Imperialist might be. But, in the sweet indulgence of his
ood nature, he had no blame for those who did go—not for
guerrand, still less, of course, for Alain.

Something, too, might well here be said as to his feelings
toward Victor de Mauléon. He had joined in the family ac-
quittal of that kinsman as to the grave charge of the jewels ;
the proofs of innocence thereon seemed to him unequivocal and
decisive, therefore he had called on the Vicomte and acquiesced
in all formal civilities shown to him. But, such acts of justice
to a fellow-gentilhomme and a kinsman duly performed, he de-
sired to see as little as possible of the Vicomte de Mauléon.
He reasoned thus: ¢ Of every charge which society made
against this man he is guiltless. But of all the claims to ad-
miration wliich society accorded to him, beiore it erroncously
condemned, there are none which make me covet his friend-
ship, or suffice to dispel doubts as to what he may be when
society once more receives him. And the man is so captivat-
ing that I should dread his influence over myself did I see
much of him.”

Raoul kept his reasonings to himself, for he had that sort of
charity which indisposes an amiable man to be severe on by-
gone offences. 1n the eyes of Enguerrand and Alain, and such
young votaries of the mode as they could influence, Victor de
Mauléon assumed almost heroic proportions. In the affair
which had inflicted on him a calumny so odious it was clear
that he had acted with chivalrous delicacy of honour. And
the turbulence and recklessness of his earlier years, redeemed
as they were, in the traditions of his contemporaries, by cour-
age and generosity, were not offences to which young Freuch-
men are inclined to be harsh. All question as to the mode in
which his life might have been passed during his long absence
from the capital was merged in the respect due to the only facts
known, and these were clearly proved in his picces justificatives.
First, that he had served under another name in the ranks of
the army in Algiers ; had distinguished himself there for signal
valour, and received, with promotion, the decoration of the cross,
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His real name was known only to his colonel, and on quitting
the service the colonel placed in his hands a letter of warm
culogy on his conduct, and identifying him as Victor de Maw
léon.  Secondly, that in California he had saved a wealthy
family from midnight murder, fighting single-handed against
and overmastering three ruffians, and declining all other reward
from those he had preserved than a written attestation of their
gratitude. In all countries valour ranks high in the list of vir-
tues ; in no country does it so absolve from vices as it does in
France.

But as yet Victor de Mauléon's vindication was only known
by a few, and those belonging to the sayer circles of life. How
e might be judged by the sober middle class, which constitntes
the most important section of public opinion to a candidate for
political trusts and distinctions, was another question.

The Duchesse stood at the door to receive her visitors. Do
plessis was seated near the entrance, by the side of a distin-
guished member of the Imperial Government, with whom he
was carrying on a whispered conversation. The eye of the
financier. however, turned toward the doorway as Alain and
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which had made him the hero of reckless coevals.  Though
wearing no beard, not even a moustache, there was something
emphatically masculine in the contour of the close-shaven
cheek and resolute jaw, in a forehead broad at the temples, and
protuberant in those organs over the eyebrows which are said
to be siguificant of quick perception and ready action ; in the
lips, when in repose compressed, perhaps somewhat stern in
their expression, but pliant and mobile when speaking, and
wonderfully fascinating when they smiled.  Altogether, about
this Victor de Mauléon there was a nameless distinction, apart
from that of conventional elegance. You would have said,
 That is a man of some marked individuality, an eminence of
some kind in himself.” You would not be surprised to lear
that he was a party leader, a skilled diplomatist, a daring sol-
dier, an adventurous traveller, but you would not guess lnm to
be a student, an author, an artist.

While Duplessis thus ohserved the Vicomte de Mauléon, all
the while seeming to lend an attentive ear to the whispered
voice of the minister by his side, Alain passed on into the lall-
room. He was fresh enough to feel the exhilaration of the
dance. Enguerrand (who had survived that excitement, and
who habitually deserted any assembly at an early hour for the
cigar and whist of his club) had made his way to De Mauléon,
and there stationed himself. The lion of one generation has
always n mixed feeling of curiosity and respect for the lion of
a generation before him, and the young Vandemar had con-
ceived a strong and almost an affectionate interest in this
discrowned king of that realm in fashion which, once lost, is
never to be regained ; for it is only Youth that can hold its
sceptre and command its suljects.

¢ In this crowd, Vicomte,” said Enguerrand, “there must be
many old acquaintances of yours ?”

¢ Perhaps s0; but as yet I have only seen new faces.”

As he thus spoke, a middle-aged man, decorated with the

nd cross of the Legion and half a dozen foreign orders,

nding his arm to a lady of the same age radiant in diamonds.

ed by toward the hall-room, and in sume sudden swerve o.

is person, occasioned by a pause of his companion to adjust

her train, he accidentally brushed against De Mauléon, whom
T
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he had not before noticed. Turning round to apologize for his
awkwardness, he encountered the full gaze of the Vicomte,
started, changed countenance, and hurried on his companion.

“ Do you not recognize his Excellency 1" said Enguerrand,
smiling.  “ His cannot be a new face to yon.”

“Ts 1t the Baron de Lacy 3" asked De Manléon.

“The Baron de Lacy, now Count d'EFpinay, ambassador at
the Court of , and, if report speak true, likely soun to ex-
change that post for the portefeuille of minister.”

“ He has got on in life since I s1w him last, the little Baron.
He was then my devoted imitator, and I was not proud of the
imitation.”

“He has got on by always clinging to the skirts of some one
stronger than himself—to yours, I dare say, when, being a par-
cenw despite his usurped title of Baron, he aspired to the entré
into clubs and salons. The entrée thus obtained, the rest fol-
lowed casily : he became a millionnaire through a wife’s dot, and
an ambassador through the wife’s lover, who is a power in the
state.”

¢ [ut he must have substance in himself. Empty bags can-
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my kinsman, whom the lapse of years may well excuse you for
forgetting, the Vicomte de Mauléon.”

Still the Préfet did not accept the hand. He howed with
formal ceremony, said, “I was not aware that M. le Vicomte
had rcturned to Paris,” and, moving to the doorway, made his
salutation to the hostess and disappeared.

¢ The insolent !’ muttered Enguerrand.

¢ Hush | ” said De Mauléon, quietly ; * I can fizht no more
duels—especially with a Préfet. But I own I am weak enough
to feel hurt at such a reception from Henncquin, for he oweld
me some obligations —small, perhaps, but still they were such
as might have made me select him, rather than Louvier, as the
vindicator of my name, had I known him to be so high placed.
But a man who has raised himself into an authority may well
be excused for forgetting a friend whose character needs defence.
T forgive him.” .

There was something pathetic in the Vicomte’s tone which
touched Enguerrand’s warm if light heart. But De Mauléon
did not allow him time to answer. He went on quickly through
an opening in the gay crowd, which immediately closed behind
him, and Enguerrand saw him no more that evening.

Duplessis ere this had quitted his seat by the minister, drawn
thence by a young and very pretty girl resizned to his charge
by a cavalier with whom she had been dancing.  She was the
only daughter of Duplessis, and he valued her even more than
the millions he had made at the Bourse. “The Princess,” she
maid, “has been swept off in the train of some German Ruy-
alty ; 8o, pefit pdre, I must impose myself on thee.”

The Princess, a Russian of high rank, was the chaperon that
evening of Mademoiselle Valérie Duplessis.

« And I suppose I must take thee back into the ball-room,”
maid the financier, smiling proudly, *and find thee partners.”

[ don’t want your aid for that, monsieur ; exeept this quad-
rille, my list is pretty well filled up.”

« And I hope the partners will be pleasant. Let me know
who they are,” he whispered, as they threaded their way iuto
the ball-room.

The girl glanced at her tablet.
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“ Well, the first on the list is milord somebody, with an un-
pronounceable English name.”

¢ Beau cavalier 1 ”

“No; ugly, old too—thirty at least.”

Duplessis felt relieved. He did not wish his daughter to fall
in love with an Englishman.

“And the next?}”

“The next,” she said, hesitatingly, and he observed thats
soft blush accompanied the hesitation.

% Yes, the next. Not English too 3

“Oh no ; the Marguis de Rochebriant.”

“ Ah ! who presented him to thee §”

“Thy friend, petit pére, M., de Brézé.”

Duplessis again glanced at his daughter’s face ; it was bent
over her bouquet.
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“ Wait till to-morrow,” said De Mauléon ; * take no step till
then. Meanwhile you are in my hands, and I answer for your
honour.”

On leaving Hennequin, Victor sought the spadassin at the
club of which they were both members, and contrived, with-
out reference to Hennequin, to pick a quarrel with him. A
challenge ensued ; a duel with swords took place the next
morning. De Mauléon disarmed and wounded his antagonist,
not gravely, but sufficiently to terminate the encounter. He
asgisted to convey the wounded man to his apartment, and
planted himself by his bedside, as if he were a friend.

“ Why on earth did you fasten a quarrel on me ¥’ asked the
;pad«ssin ; “and why, having done so, did you spare my life?

or your sword was at my heart when you shifted its point,
and fierced my shoulder.”

“ I will tell you, and in so doing beg you to accept my friend-
ship hereafter, on one condition. In the course of the day
write or dictate a few civil words of apology to M. Hennequin.
Ma foi 1 every one will praise you for a generosity so becom-
ing in a man who has given such proofs of courage and skill
to an avocai who has never handled a sword nor fired a pistol.”

That same day De Mauléon remitted to Hennequin an apolo,
for heated words freely retracted, which satisfied all his friemiy.
For the service thus rendered by De Mauléon, Hennequin de-
clared himself everlastingly indebted. In fact, he entirely
owed to that friend his life, his marriage, his honour, his career.

¢ And now,” thought De Mauléon—* now, when he could so
easily requite me—now he will not even take my hand. Is
human nature itself at war with me "

CHAPTER IIL

OTHING could be simpler than the apartment of the
Vicomte de Mauléon, in the second story of a quiet
old-fashioned street. It had been furnished at small
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cost out of his savings. Yet, on the whole, it evinced the
good taste of a man who had once been among the exquisites
of the polite world.

You felt that you were in the apartment of a gentleman, and
a gentleman of somewhat severe tastes, and of sober, matured
years. He was sitting the next morning in the room which he
used as a private study. Along the walls were arranged dwarf
book-cases, as yet occupied by few books, most of them books
of reference, others cheap editions of the French classics in prose
—no poets, no romance writers—with a few Latin authors also
in prose—Cicero, Sallust, Tacitus. He was engaged at his
desk writing—a book with its leaves open before him, Pawl
Louis Courier, that model of political irony and masculine style
of composition. There was a ring at his door-bell.  The Vi-
comte kept no servant. He rose and answered the summons.
He recoiled a few paces on recognizing his visitor in M. Hen-
nequin.

The Préfet this time did not withdraw his hand ; he extended
it, but it was with a certain awkwardness and timidity.
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lawyer, not as a Prifet, but as a man who knows the present
state of French society. Give that opinion without respect o
my feelings one way or other. Letit emanate solely from your
practical judgment.”

“ Be it so,” said Hennequin, wondering what was to come.

De Mauléon resumed :

“ As you may remember, during my former career I had no
political ambition. I did not meddle with politics. In the
troubled times that immediately succeeded the fall of Louis
Philippe I was but an epicurean looker-on. Grant that, so far
as admission to the sulons are concerned, I shall encounter no
difficulty in regaining position.  But as regards the Chamber,
public life, a political career—can I have my fair opening under
}h“ cmpire  You pause. Answer as you have promised,
rankly.’

“The difficelties in the way of a political career would b
very great.”

“ Insuperable 3”

“ 1 fear so. Of course, in my capacity of Préfef, I haveno
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there are infinitely worse. The opposition are in a pitiful
mingrity—the most eminent of the Liberals can scarcely gain
seats for themselves ; great local popularity or property, high
established repute for established patriotism, or proved talents
of oratory and statesmanship, are essential gualifications for a
seat in the opposition ; even these do not suffice for a third of
the persons who possess them. Be again what you were before,
t.htlai hero of salons remote from the turbulent vulgarity of
pu t!ics-”

“Iam answered. Thank you once more. The service I
rendered you once is requited now.”

“ No, indeed—no ; but you will dine with me quietly to-day,
and allow me to present to you my wife and two children, born
since we parted} I say to-day, tor to-morrow I return to my
Prefecture.”

“I am infinitely obliged by your invitation, but to-day I
dine with the Count de Beauvilliers to meet some of the Corps
Diplomatique. 1 must make good my place in the salons, since
you so clearly show me that I have no chance of one in the
Legislature— unless—"

“ Unless what 1”

“ Unless there happen one of those revolutions .n which
the scum comes uppermost.”

¢« No fear of that. The subterranean barracks and railway
have ended for ever the rise of the scum-—the reign of the
canaille and its barricades.”

« Adien, my decar Hennequin. My respectful kommages &
madame.”

After that day the writing of Pierre Firmin in Le Sens Com-
mun, though still keeping within the pale of the law, became
more decidedly hostile to the imperial system, still without
committing their author to any definite programme of the sort
of government that should succeed it.
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CHAPTER IV.

HE weeksglided on. Isaura’s MS. had passed into print ;
it came out in the French fashion of feuillefons—a small
detachment at a time. A previous flourish of trum-

pets by Savarin and the clique at his command insured it at-
tention, if not from the general public, at least from critical
and literary coteries. Before the fourth instalment appeared
it had outgrown the patronage of the coteries ; it seized hold
of the public. It was not in the last school of fashion ; inci-
dents were not crowded and violent—they-were few and simple,
rather appertaining to an elder school, in which poetry of sen-
timent and grace of diction prevailed. That very resemblance
to old favourites gave it the attraction of novelty. In a word,
it excited a pleased admiration, and great curiosity was felt as
to the authorship. When it oozed out that it was hy the
young lady whose future success in the musical world had been
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the ci-devant public singer, and who had made her débuf in a
journal edited by M. Gustave Rameau, which, however dis-
guised by exaggerated terms of praise, wounded her pride of
woman in flattering her vanity as author. Among this latter
sel were wealthy, high-born men, who addressed her as woman
—as woman beautiful and young—with words of gallantry that -
implied love, but certainly no thought of marriage ; many of
the most ardent were, indeed, married already. But once
launched into the thick of Parisian hospitalities, it was difficult
to draw back. The Venosta wept at the thought of missing
some lively soirée, and Savarin laughed at her shrinking fastid-
iousness as that of a child’s ignorance of the world. But still
she had her mornings to herself ; and in those mornings, de-
voted to the continuance of her work (for the commencement
was in print before a third was completed), she forgot the com-
monplace world that received her in the evenings. Insensibl
to herself, the tone of this work had changed as it proceeded{
It had begun scriously, indeed, but in the seriousness there
was a certain latent joy. It might be the joy of having found
vent of utterance ; it might be rather a joy still more latent,
inspired by the remembrance.of Graham’s words and looks, and
by the thought that she had renounced all idea of the profes-
sional career which he had evidently disapproved. Life then
seemed to her a bright possession. We have seen that she had
begun her roman without planning how it should end. She
had, however, then meant it to end, somehow or other, happily.
Now the lustre had gone from life—the tone of the work was
ged a tragic close. But for the general
reader it became, with every chapter, still more interesting ;
the poor child bad a singularly musical gift of style—a music
which lent itself naturally to pathos. Every very young writer
knows how his work, if one of .eeling, will colvur itself from
the views of some truth in his innermost self ; and in propor-
tion as it does 80, how his absorption in the work increases, till
it becomes part and parcel of Eis own mind and heart. The
resence of a hidden sorrow may change the fate of the beings
e has created, and guide to the grave those whom, in a happier
vein, he would have united at the altar. It is not till a later
stage of experience and art that the writer escapes from the in-
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fluences of his individual personality, and lives in existences
that take no colourings from his own. Genius usually must
pass through the subjective process before it gains the object-
ive. Even a Shakspeare represents himself in the Sonnets
before a trace of himself is visible in a Falstaff or a Lear.

No news of the Englishman—not a word. Isaura could not
but feel that in his words, his looks, that day in her own gar-
den, and those yet happier days at Enghien, there had been
more than friendship: there had been love—love enough to
justify 'her own pride in whispering to herself, “ And I love
too.”  But then that last parting !—how changed he was—
how cold! She conjectured that jealousy of Rameau might, in
some degree, account for the coldness when he first entered the
room, but surely not when he left ; surely not when she had
overpassed the reserve of her sex, and implied by signs rarely
misconstrued by those who love that he had no cause for
jealousy of another. Yet he had gone—parted with her point-
edly as a friend, a mere friend. lg-low foolish she-had been to
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cannot reconstruct. Such writers corrupt a society ; they do
not reform a system ” lle closed his letter with a reference
to Isaura: “Do, in your reply, my dear Savarin, tell me some-
thing about your friends Signora Venosta and the signorina,
whose work, so far as yet published, I have read with admir-
ing astonishment at the power of a female writer 0 you g to
rival the veteran practitioners of fiction in the creation ot in-
terest in imaginary characters, and in sentiments which, if they
appearsomewhat over-romantic and exaggerated, still touch very
fine chords in human nature not awakened in our trite every-
day existence. I presume that the beauty of the roman has
been duly appreciated by a public so refined as the Parisian,
and that the name of the author is generally known. No doubt
she is now much the rage of the literary circles, and her career
as a writer may be considered fixed. Pray present my congra-
tulations to the signorina when you see her.” )

Savarin had been in reccipt of this letter some days before
he called on Isaura, and carelessly showed it to her.  She took
it to the window to read, in order to conceal the trembling of
her hands. In a few minutes she returned it silently.

“ Those Englishmen,” said Savarin, ¢ have not the art of
compliment. % am by no meauns flattered by what he savs of
my trifles, and I dare say you are still less pleased with this
chiHy praise of your charming tale; but the man means to be
dtvil.”
¢ Certainly,Psaid Isaura, smiling faintly.

¢ Only think of Rameau,” resuine.l Savarin ; *on the strength
of his salary in the Sens Commun, and on the chdleeur en Espagne
which he constructs thereon, he bas already furnished an apart-
ment in the Chaussée d’Antin, and talks of setting up a coupé
in order to maintain the dignity of letters when he goes to
dine with the duchesses who are some day or other to invite
him. YetI admire his self-confidence, though I laugh at it.
A man gets on by a spring in his own mechanism, and he
should always keer it wound up. Rameau will make a figure.
1 used to pity him. | bLegin to respect ; nothing succeeds like
success. But 1 sce | um spoiling your morning. Au revoir,
mon enfant.”

Left alone, Isaura brooded in a sort of mournful wonder-
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ment over the words referring to herself in Graham's letter.
Read though but once, she knew them by heart. What! di
he consider those characters she had represented as wholly
imaginary ¢ In one—the most prominent, the most attractive
—could he detect no likeness to himself? What ! did he con-
sider as “overromantic and exaggerated,” sentiments which
couched appeals from her heart to his? Alas ! in matters of
sentiment it is the wisfortune of us men that even the most
refined of us often grate upon some sentiment in a womss,
though she may not be romantic—not romanticat all, as people
go—some sentiment which she thought must be so obvious, if
we cared a straw about her, and which, though we prize her
above the Indies, is, by our dim, horn-eyed, masculine visios,
undiscernible. It may be something in itself the airiestof
trifles : the anniversary of a day in which the first kiss wa
interchanged, nay, of a violet gathered, a misunderstandisg
cleared up ; and of that anniversary we remember no more
than we do of our bells and coral.  But she—she remembers
it ; it is no bells and coral toher. Of course much is to be said
in excuse of man, brute though he be. Consider the malti-
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woman part of his nature which Goethe ascribes to the highest
genius ; but, putting aside that “ monster,” I do not remember
any English poet whom we should consider conspicuously
eminent in that lore, unless it be the prose poet, nowadays
generally underrated and little read, who wrote the lotters of
Clarissa Harlowe. I say all this in vindication of Graham
Vane, if, though a very clever man in his way, and by no means
uninstructed in human nature, he had utterly failed in compre-
hending the myateries which to this poor woman-child seemed
to need no key for one who really loved her. But we have
said somewhere before in this book that music speaks in a lan-
guage which cannot explain itself except in music. So speaks, in
the human heart, much which is akin to music. Fiction (that
is, poetry, whether in form of rhyme or prose) speaks thus pretty
often. A reader must be more commonplace than, I trust,
my gentle readers are, if he suppus: that when Isaura sym-
bolized the real hero of her thoughts in the fabled hero of her
romance, she depicted him as one of whom the world could
say, “ That is Graham Vane.” I doubt if even a malc poet
would so vulgarize any woman whom he thoroughly reverenced
and loved. She is too sacred to hiin to be thus unveiled to the
public stare, as the sweetest of all ancient love-poets says
v
% Qus sapitin tacito gaudeat ille sinu.”

But s girl, & gi,rl in her first untold timnid love, to let the world
know. “that 15 the man I love and would dic for ! "—it such a

irl he, she has no touch of the true woman-genius, and cer-
tainly she and Isaura have nothing in common. Well. then,
in Isaura’s invented hero, though she saw the archetypal form
of Graham Vane—saw him in her young, vague, romantic
dreams, idealized, beautified, transfigured-—he would have been
the vainest of men if he bad seen therein the reflection of
himself. On the contrary, he said, in the spirit of that jealousy
to which he was too prone, “ Alas! this, then, is some ideal,
already sven perhaps, compared to which how commonplace
am I!” and thus persuading himself, no wonder that the senti-
ments suriounding this unre:oguize:d archetype appeared to
him over-rumantic. His taste acknowledged the beauty of
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form which clothed them ; his heart envied the ideal that in-
spired them. But they scemed so remote from him ; they put
the dream-land of the writer farther and farther from his work-
day real life.

In this frame of mind, then, he had written to Savarin, and
the answer he received hardened it still more. Savarin had
replied, as was his laudable .wont in correspondence, the very
day he received Graham's letter, and therefore before he had
even seen Isaura. In his reply he spoke much of the success
her work had obtained ; of the invitations showered upon her,
and the scnsation she caused in the salons; of her future career,
with hope that she might even rival Madame de Grantmesnil
some day, when her ideas became emboldened by maturer ex-
perience, and a closer study of that model of eloquent style
—saying that the young editor was evidently becoming ens-
moured of his fair contributor ; and that Madame Savarn
ventured the prediction that the signorina’s roman would end
in the death of the heroine and the marriage of the writer.
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ment mot imperial, yet not genuinely constitutional, with a
majority daily yielding to a minority. The basis of universal
suffrage was sapped. About this time the articles in the Sens
Commun, signed Pierre Firmin, were creating not only con-
siderable sensation, but marked effect on opinion ; and the sale
of the journal was immense.

Necessarily the repute and the position of Gustave Rameau,
as the avowed editor of this potent journal, rose with its suc-
cess. Nor only his repute and position ; bank-notes of con-
siderable value were transmitted to him by the publisher, with
the brief statement that they were sent by the sole proprietor
of the paper as the editor’s fair share of profit. The proprie-
tor was never named, but Rameau took it for granted that it
was M. Lebeau. M. Lebeau he had never seen since the day
he had brought him the list of contributors, and was then re-
ferred to the publisher, whom he supposed M. Lebeau had
secured, and received the first quarter of his salary in advance.
The salary was a trifle compared to the extra profits thus
generously volunteered. He called at Lebeau’s office, and saw
only the clerk, who said that his ckef was abroad.

Prosperity produced a marked change for the better, if not
in the substance of Rameau's character, at least in his manners
and social converse. He no longer exhibited that restless envy
of rivals, which ie the most repulsive symptom of vanity
diseased. He pardoned Isaura her success ; nay, he was even
pleased at it. The nature of her work did not clash with his
own kind of writing. It was so thoroughly woman-like that one
could not compare it to a man's. Moreover, that success had
contributed largely to the profits by which he had benefited,
and to his renown as editor of the journal which accorded
place to this new-found genius. But there was a deeper and
more potent cause for sympathy with the success of his fair
young contributor. He had imperceptibly glided into love
with her—a love very different from that with which poor
Julie Caumartin flattered herself she had inspired the young
poet. Isaura was one of those women for whom, even in na-
tares the least chivalric, love—however ardent—cannot fail to
be accompanied with a certain reverence—the reverence with
which the ancient knighthood, in its love fur women, honoured
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the ideal purity of womanhood itself. Till then Rameau had
never revered anyone.

On her side, brought so frequently into communication with
the young conductor of the journal in which she wrote, Isaura
entertained for him a friendly, almost sister-like affection.

I do not think that, even if she had never known the English-
man, she would have really become in love with Rameau, despite
the picturesque beauty of his countenance, and the congeniality
of literary pursuits ; but perhaps she might have funcied her-
self in love with him.  And till one, whether man or woman,
has known real love, fancy is readily mistaken for it. Bnt
little as she had seen of Graham, and that little not in itself
wholly favourable to him, she knew in her heart of hearts
that his image wou'd never be replaced by one equally dear.
Perhaps in those qualities that placed him in opposition to her
she felt his attractions.  The poetical in woman exaggerates
the worth of the practical in man. Still for Rameau her ex-
quisitely kind and sympathizing nature conceived one of those
sentivients which in- woman are almost angel-like. We have



BOOE VL THE PARISIANS, 825

tually, too, she felt for him compassion. She recognized and
respected in him the yearnings of a genius too weak to perform
a tithe of what, in the arrogance of youth, it promised to its
ambition. She saw, too, those struggles between a higher and
a lower self, to which a weak degree of genius, united with a
strong degree of arrogance, is so often subjected. Perhaps
she overestimated the degree of genius, and what, if rightly
ﬁvuided, it could do; but she did, in the desire of her own

eavenlier instinct, aspire to guide it heavenward. And as if
she were twenty years older than himself, she obeyed that de-
sire in remonstrating and warning and urging, and the young
man took all these ‘ preachments” with a pleased submissive
patience. Such, as the new year dawned upon the grave of
the old one, was the position between these two. And nothing
more was heard from Graham Vane.

CHATTER VL

T has now become due to Graham Vane, and to his place
in the estimation of my readers, to explain somewhat
more distinctly the nature of the quest in prosecution of

which he had sought the aid of the Parisian police, and, under
an assumed name, made the acquaintance of M. Lebeaun.

The best way of discharging this duty will perhaf)s be to
place before the reader the contents of the letter which passed
under Graham'’s eye on the day in which the heart of the writer

oeased to beat:—

To b‘;rd immediately after my death, and before the perusal of
i “ Richard King.
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“To GRABAM VANE, Esq.

“My DEAR GRAHAM,—By the direction on the envelope of
this letter, ¢ Before the perusal of my will,’ I have wished to
save you from the disappointment you would naturally
rience if you learned my bequest without being prevised om
conditions which I am about to impose upon your honour.
You will see ere you conclude this letter that you are the only
man living to whom I could intrust the secret it contains and
the task it enjoins.

“You are aware that I was not born to the fortune that
passed to me by the death of a distant relation, who had, in my
earlier youth, children of his own. I was an only son, left an
orphan at the age of sixteen with a very slender pittance. My
guardians designed me for the medical profession. I beganmy
studies at Edinburgh, and was sent to Paris to complete them.
It so chanced that there I lodged in the same house with an
artist named Auguste Duval, who, failing to gain bis livelihood
as a painter, in what—for his style was ambitious—is termed
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and placing no trust in her father’s reform to steady habits,
evinced a tenderness for me hitherto new—she wept bitterly.
She allowed me to believe that her tears flowed at the thought
of parting with me, and even besought me to accompany them
to Cheltenham—if only for a few days. You may suppose how
delightedly I complied with the request. Duval had been
about a week at the watering-place, and was discharging the
duties he had undertaken with such unwonted steadincss and
regularity that I hegan sorrowfully to feel I had no longer an
excuse for not returning to my studies at Paris, when the poor
teacher was scized with a fit of paralysis. He lost the power
of movement, and his mind was affected. The medical at-
tendant called in said he might linger thus for some time, but
that, even if he recovered his intellect, which was more than
doubtful, he would never be able to resume his profession. I
could not leave Louise in circumstances so distressing—I re-
mained. The little money Duval had brought with Lim from
Paris was now exhausted, and when the day on which he had
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decoy me into an illegal marriage. My only consolation under
my calamity and disgrace is that I am at least free froma de-
tested bond.  You will not see me again—it is idle to attempt
to do so. I have obtained refuge with relations whom I have
been fortunate enough to discover, and to whom I intrust my
fate. And even if you could learn the shelter I have sought,
and have the -audacity to molest me, you would but subject
yourself to the chastisement you so richly deserve.
“¢Louise DuvaL’

“ At the perusal of this cold-hearted, ungrateful letter, the
love I had felt for this woman—already much shaken by her
wayward and perverse temper—vanished from my heart, never
toreturn.  But, as an honest man, my conscience was terribly
stung.  Could it be possible that I had unknowingly deceived
her—that our marriage wasnot legal §

“ When I recovered from the stun which was the first effect
of her letter, I sought the opinion of an avoué in the neighbour
hood, named Sartiges, and, to wy nlism‘.:ty. I learned that while
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impressions which my ill-starred union and the announcement
of Louise’s early death bequeathed. Rich, and of active mind,
I learned to dismiss the tnals of my youth as a gloomy dream.
I eutered into public life ; I made myself a creditable position;
hecame acquainted with your aunt ; we were wedded, and the
beauty of her nature embellished mine. Alas! alas! two vean
after our marriage—nearly five years after 1 had received the
certificates of Louise’s death—I and your aunt made a sum-
mer excursion into the country of the Rhine ; on our retum
we rested at Aix-la-Chapelle. One day while there I was
walking alone in the environs of the town, when, on the road,
a little girl, seemingly about five years old, in chase of a but-
tertly. stumbled and fell just befure my feet; I took her up,
and as she was crying more from the shock of the full thau
any actual hurt, I was still trying my best to comfort her, when
a lady some paces behind her came up, and in taking the child
fiom my arms as I was bending over her, thanked me ina
voice that made my heart stand still. I looked up, and beheld

Louise. i
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turned scornfully toward the bank on which she had left the
infant. I saw her snatch from the child's hand some wild
flowers the poor thing had been gathering ; and how often have
I thought of the rude way in which she did it—not as a mother
who loves her child. Just then other passengers appeared on
the road—tw o of them 1 knew—an English couple very intimate
with Lady Janet and myself. They stopped to accost me,
while Louise passed by with the infant toward the town. I
turned in the opposite direction, and strove to collect my
thoughts. Terrible as was the discovery thus suddenly made,
it was evident that Louise had as strong an interest as myself
to conceal it. There was little chance that it would ever be
divulzed. Her dress and that of the child were those of per-
sons in the richer classes of life. After all, doubtless, the child
needed not pecuniary assistance from me, and was surely best
off under the mother’s care. Thus I sought to comfort and
delude myself.

“ The next day Janet and I left Aix-la-Chapelle, and returned
to Fngland. But it was impossible for me to banish the
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world praised me, and I knew myself an impostor. But the
years stole on. I heard no more of Louise or her child, and
my fears gradually subsided. Yet I was consvled when the
two children born to me by Janet died in their infancy. Had
they lived, who can tell whether something might not have
transpired to prove them illegitimate
“] must hasten on. At last came the great and crushing
calamity of my life: I lost the woman who was my all in all.
At least she was spared the discovery that would have deprived
me of the right of tending her death-bed, and leaving within
her tomb a place vacant for myself.
*“But after the first agonies that followed her loss, the con-
science I had so long sought to tranquillize became terribly re-
roachful. Louise had forfeited all right to my ronsideration,
ut my guiltless child had not done so. Did it live still ¥ If
80, was 1t not the heir to my fortunes—the only child left to
me? True, I have the absolute right to dispose of my wealth :
it is not in land ; it is not entailed ; but was not the daughter
1 had forsaken morally the first claimant? Was no reparation
due to her? You remember that my physician ordered me,
some little time after your aunt’s death, to seek a temporary
change of scene. I obeyed, and went away no one knew
whither. Well, I repaired to Paris; there I sought M. Sar-
tiges, the avoué. I found he had been long dead. 1 discovered
his executors, and inquired if any papers or correspondence be-
tween Richard Macdonald and himself many years ago were in
existence. All such documents, with others not returned to
correspondents at his decease, had been burned by his desire.
No possible clue to the whereabouts of Louise, should any have
been gained since I last saw her, was left.  What then to do I
knew not. 1 did not dare to make inquiries through strangers,
which, if discovering my child, might also bring to light a mar-
riage that would have dishonoured the memory of my lost saint.
I returned to England feeling that my days were numbered.
It is to you that I transmit the task of those researches which
T could not institute. I bequeath to you, with the exception
of trifling legacies and donations to public charities, the whole
of my fortune. But you will understand by this letter that it
is to be held on a trust which I cannot specify in my will. I
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could not, without dishonouring the venerated name of your
aunt, indicate as the heiress of my wealth a child by a wife
living at the time I married Janet. I cannot form any words
for such a devise which would not arouse gossip and suspicion,
and furnish ultimately a clue to the discovery 1 would shun. I
calculate that, after all deductions, the sum that will devolve
to you will be about two hundred and twenty thousand pounds.
That which [ mean to be absolutely and at once yours is the -
comparatively trifling legacy of £20;000. If Louise's child be
not living, or if you find full reason to suppose that, despite
appearances, the child is not mine, the whole of my fortune
lapses to you ; but should Louise be surviving and need pect-
niary aid, you will coutrive that she may have such an annuity
as you may deem fitting, without learning whence it come.
You perceive that it is your object if possible, even more thaa
mine, to preserve free from slur the name and memory of her
who was to you a second mother. All ends we desire would
be accomplished could you, on discovering my lost child, feel
that, without constraining your inclinations, you could make her
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one who unites the highest sense of honour with the largest
share of practical sense and knowledge of life. The main diffi-
culty, whatever this lost girl may derive from my sibstance,
will be in devising some means to convey it to her, so that
neither she nor those around her may trace the bequest to me.
She can never be acknowledged as my child—never! Your
reverence for the beloved dead forbids that. This difficulty
your clear strong sense must overcome ; mine is blinded by the
shades of death. You too will deliberately consider how to
institute the inquiries after mother and child so as not to be-
tray our secret, This will require great caution. You will
probably commence at Paris, through the agency of the police,
to whom you will be very guarded in your communications.
It is most unfortunate that I have no miniature of Louise, and
that any description of her must be so vague that it may not
serve to discover her; but such as it is, it may prevent your
mistaking her for some other of her name. Louise was above
the common height, and lovked taller than she was, with the
peculiar combination of very dark hair, very fair complexion,
and light gray eyes. She would now be somewhere under the
age of forty. She was not without accomplishments, derived
from the companionship with her father. She spoke English
fluently ; she drew with taste, and even with talent. You will
see the prudence of confining research at first to Louise, rather
than to the child who is the principal object of it ; for it is
not till you can ascertain what has become of her that you can
trust the accuracy of any information respecting the daughter,
whom 1 assume, perhaps after all erroneously, to be mine.
Though Louise talked with such levity of holding herself free
to marry, the birth of her child might be sufficient injury to
her reputation to become a serious obstacle to such second nup-
tials, not having taken formal steps to annul her marriage with
myself. It not thus remarried, there would be no reason why
she should not resume her maiden name of Duval, as she did
in the signature o1 her letter to me—finding that 1 had ceased
to molest her by the inquiries to elude which she had invented
the talse statement of her death. It seems probable, thercfore,
that she is residing somewhere in Paris, and in the name of
Duval. Of course the burden of uncertainty as to vour future
v .
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eannot be left to oppress you for an indefinite length of time.
If at the end, say, of two years, your researches have wholly
failed, consider three-fourths of my whole fortune to have
passed to you, and put by the fourth to accumulate, should the
child afterward be discovered, and satisfy your judgment asto
her claims on me as her father. Should she not, it will bes
reserve fund for your own children. But oh, if my child coald
be found in time! and oh, if she be all that could win your
heart, and be the wife you would select from free choice ! Ican
say no more. Pity me, and judge leniently of Janet’s }ﬁusg.nd-

The key to Graham’s conduct is now given : the deep sorrow
that took him to the tomb of the aunt he so revered, and whose
honoured memory was subjected to so great a risk ; the slight-
ness of change in his expenditure and mode of life, after aa
inheritance supposed to be so ample ; the abnegation of his
political ambition ; the subject of his inquiries, and the cautious
reserve imposed upon them ; above all, the position towards
Isaura in which he was so cruelly placed.
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at any day he might have to transfer to another ¥ Still, when
once fully conscious how deep was the love with which Tsaura
had inspired him, the idea of wedlock with the daughter of
Richard King, if she yet lived and was single, became inadmissi-
ble. The orphan condition of the young Italian smoothed
away the obstacles to proposals of marriage which would have
embarrassed his addresses to girls of his own rank, and with
rents who would have demaaded settlements. And it he
ad found‘Isaura alone on that day on which he had seen her
last, he woull doubtless have yielded to the voice of his heart,
avowed his love, wooed her own, and committed both to the tie
of betrothal. 'We have seen how rudely such yearnings of his
heart were repelled on that last interview. His English prejn-
dices were so deeply rooted that, even if he had been wholly
free frum the trust bequeathed to him, he would have recoiled
from marriage with a girl who, in the ardour of notoriety, could
link hersclf with such associates as Gustave Rameau, by
habits a Bohemian, and by principles a Socialist.

In flying from .Paris he embraced the resolve to banish all
thought of wedding Isaura, and devote himself sternly to the
task which had sosacred a claim upon him. Not that he could
endure the idea of marrying another, even if the lost heiress
shiould be all that his heart could have worshipped, had
that heart been his own to give ; but he was impatient of the
burden hegped on him—of the fortune which might not. be
his, of the uncertainty which paralysed all his ambitious schemes
for the future.

Yet strive as he would—and no man could strive more reso-
lutely—he could not succeed in banishing the image of Isaura.
It was with him always; and with it a sense of irreparable
loss, of a terrible void, of a pining anguish.

And the success of his inquiries at Aix-la-Chapelle, while
sufficient to detain him in the place, was so slight, and advanced
by such slow degrees, that it furnished no continued occupation
to his restless mind. M. Renard was acute and painstaking.
Bat it was no easy matter to obtain any trace of a Parisian
visitor to so popular a Spa so many years ago. The name
Duval, too, was so common, that at Aix, as we have seen at
Paris, time was wasted in the chase of a Duval who proved
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not to be the lost Louise. Atlast M. Renard chanced on a house
in which, in the year 1849, two ladies from Paris had lodged
for three wecks. One was Madame Duval, the other Madame
Marigny.  They were hoth young, buth very haudsome, and
much of the same height and colouring. But Madamne Marigny
was the handsomer of the two. Madame Duval frequented
the gaming tables, and was apparently of very lively temper.
Madame Marigny lived very quietly, rarely or never stirred
out, and scemed in delicate health. She, however, quitted the
apartment somewhat abruptly, and, to the best of the lodging-
house kecper's recollection, tuok roomsin the country near dix
—she could not remember where. About two months after
the departure of Madame Marigny, Madame Duval also loft
Aix, and in company with a French gentleman who hadl visited
her much of late—a handsome man, vs striking appearance.
The lodging-house keeper did not know what or who he was
She remembered he used to be announced to Madame Duval
by the name of M. Achille. Madame Duval had never iwen
seen again by the lodging-house keeper after she had left. But
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with the farmer’s wife, a pleasant, well-mannered person, ana

made some complimentary observation on a small sketch of the

house in water-colours that hung upon the wall. ¢« Ah,” said

the farmer’s wife, ““ that was done by a French lady who

lcl;(_lgetl here many years ago. She drew very prettily, poor
ing.

¢ A lady who lodged here many years ago—how many %"

. % Well, I guess somewhere about twenty.”

¢ Ah,indeed | Was it a Madame Marigny $”

“ Bon Diew ! That was indeed her name. Did you know
}::r? 1 should be so glad to hear she is well and—I hope—

l) .',

4 do not know where she is now, and am making inquiries
to ascertain. Pray help me. How long did Madame Marigny
lodge with you 1"

¢ I think pretty well two months ; yes, two months She
left a month after her confinement.”

¢« She was confined here ¥ "

“ Yes. When she first came I had no idea that she was
encrinte. She had a pretty figure, and no one would have guessed
it, in the way she wore her shawl. Indeed, I only began to
suspect it a few days before it happened, and that was so sud-
denly that all was happily over before we could send for the
accoucheur.”

* And the child lived ¥ A girl or a boy "

¢« A girl—the prettiest baby.”

¢ Did she take the child with her when she went $”

¢ No ; it was put out to nur<e with a niece of my husband’s
who was confined about the same time. ~Madame paid liber-
ally in advance, and continued to send money half-yearly, till
she came herself and took away the little girl.”

¢ When was that —a little less than five years after she
had left it 3"

* Why, you know all about it, monsieur ; yes, not quite five
ears after.  She did not come to see me, which I thought un-
ind, but she sent me through my niece-in-law a real gold

watch and a shawl Poor dear lady—for lady she was all over
~—with proud ways, and would not bear to be questioned.
But I am sure she was none of your French light ones, but an

honest wife like myself, though she never said se.”

-
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“ And have you no idea where she was all the five years she
was away, or where she went after reclaiming her child $"

“ No, indeed, monsienr.”

“ But her remittances for the infant must have been made
by letters, and the letters would have had postmarks1”

“Well, I dare say. I am no scholar myself. But suppose
you see Marie Hubert—that is my niece-in-law ; perhaps she
has kept the envelopes.”

“ Where does Madame Hubert live $*

“It is just a league off by the short path ; you can’t miss
the way. Her husband has a bif of land of his own, but he
is also a carrier—¢ Max. Hubert, carrier,” written over the door,
just opposite the first church you get to. The rain has ceased,
but it may be too far for you to-day.”

¢ Not a bit of it. Many thanks.”

“ But if you find out the dear lady and see her, do tell ber
{ww pleased I should be to hear good news of her and the

ittle one.”
~ Graham strode on under the clearing skies to the honse in-
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* Oh, there is no doubt of that. She was certainly #rés belle,
but I did not fancy her as aunt did. She carried her head .
very high, and looked rather scornful. However, I must say
she behaved very generoualy.”

¢ Still you have not answered my question whether her let-
ters contained no address.”

“ She never wrote more than two letters. One enclosing
the first remittance was but a few lines, saying that if the
child was well and thriving, I need not write ; but if it died
or became dargerously ill, I might at any time write a line to
Madame M——, Poste Restante, Vienna. She was travelling
about, but the letter would be sure to reach her sooner or later.
The only other letter 1 had was to apprise me that she was
eoming to remove the child, and might be expected in three
days after the receipt of her letter.”

“ And all the other communications from her were merely
remittances in blank envelopes $”

« Exactly so.”

Graham, finding he could learn no more, took his departure.
On his way home, meditating the new idea that his adventure
that day suggested, he resolved to proceed at once, accompanied
by M. Renard, to Munich, and there learn what particulars
could be ascertained respecting those certificates of the death
of Louise Duval, to which (sharing Richard King's very natural
belief that they had been very skiltully forged) he had hither-
to attached no importance.

CHAPTER VIL

O satisfactory result attended the inquiries made at
Munich, save, indeed, this certainty—the certifi-
cates attesting the decease of some person calling

herself Lounise Duval had not been forged. TEey were indu-
bjtably genuine. A lady bearing that name had arrived at one
she principal hotels late in the evening, and had there taken
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handsome rooms. She was attended by no servant, but s
companied by a gentleman, who, however, left the hotel as
soon as he had seen her lodged to her satisfaction. The books
of the hotel still retained the entry of her name—Madame
Duval, Francaise, rentiére.  On comparing the handwriting of
this entry with the letter from Richard %{ing’s first wife, Gra-
ham found it differ: but then it was mnot certain, though

robable, that the entry had been written by the alleged

Iadame Duval herself. She was visited the next day by the
same gentleman who had accompanied her on arriving. He
dined and spent the evening with her. But no one at the hotel
could remember what was the gentleman's name, nor even if
he were announced by any name. He never called again.
Two days afterward Madame Duval was takenill; a doctor
was sent for, and attended her till her death. This doctor
was easily found. He remembered the case perfectly—conges-
tion of the lungs, apparently caused by cold caught on her
journey. Fatal symptoms rapidly manifested themselves, and
she died on the third day from the seizure. She was a young
and handsome woman. He had asked her during her short
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After a prolonged but fruitless stay at Munich, Graham aod
M. Renard repaired to Vienna ; there, at least, Madame M-
igny had given an address, and there she might be heard of

At Vienna, however, no research availed to discover a trace
of any such person, and in despair Graham returned to Eug-
land in the January of 1870, and left the further prosecution
of his inquiries to M. Renard, who, though obliged to transfer
himself to Paris for a time, promised that he would leave no
stone unturned for the discovery of Madame Marigny ; and
Graham trusted to that assurance when M. Renard, rejecting
half of the large gratuity offered him, added, J& suis Francais;
this with me has ccased to be an affair of monsy ; it has be-
eome an affair that involves my amour propre.”

CHAPTER VIIL
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than you do.” And when he returned to England, and met
with old friends familiar to Parisian life, who sa:d. *: Of course
you have read the Cicogna’s roman. What do you think of it!
Very fine writing, I dare say, but above me. I go in forLs
Mystéres de Paris or Monte Christo. But I find even George
Sand a bore "—then as a critic Graham Vane fired vp, extolled
the roman he would have given his ears for Isaura neverto
have written, but retired from the contest muttering only,
“ How can I—], Graham Vane—how can I be such an idi,
—how can I in every hour of the twenty-four sigh to myeell
¢ What are other women to me +—Isaura, Isaura|’”
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given umbrage to the Government, and Rameau had received
an intimation that he, as editor, was responsible for the compo-
sitions of the contributors to the journal he edited, and that
though, so long as Pierre Firmin {\ad kept his caustic spirit
within proper bounds, the Government had winked at the evs-
sion of the law which required every political article in a jour-
nal to be signed by the real name of its author, it could doso
no longer. ~ Pierre Firmin was apparently a nom de plums ; if
not, his identity must be proved, or Ramean would pay the
penalty which his contributor seemed bent on incurring.
Rameau, much alarmed for the journal, that might be sus
pended, and for himself, who might be imprisoned, conveyed
- this information through the publisher to his correspondent
Pierre Firmin, and received the next day an article signed Vie
tor de Mauléon, in which the writer proclaimed himself to be
onc and the same with Pierre Firmin, and, taking a yet bolder
tone than he had before assumed, dared the Government to
attempt legal measures against him. The Government wat
prudent enough to disregard that haughty bravado, but Victor
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In the dark-haired, keen-eyed, well-dressed, middle-aged man,
with commanding port and courtly address, he failed to recog-
nize any resemblance to the faxen-wizged, long-coated, be-
spectacled, shambling sexagenarian whom he had known as
Lebeau. Only now and then a tone of voice struck him as
familiar, but he could not recollect where he had heard the
voice it resembled. The thought of Lebeaun did not occur to
him ; if it had occurred it would only have struck him as a
chance coincidence. Ramean, like most egotists, was rather a
dull observer of men. His genius was not ohjective.

I trust, Monsieur Rameau,” said the Vicomte, as he and
his guest were seated at the breakfast table, ¢ that you are not
dissatisfied with the remuneration your eminent services in the
journal have received.” )

¢ The proprictor, whoever he be, has behaved most liberally,”
answered Rameau.

«] take that compliment to myself, rher confrére, for though
the expenses of starting the Sens Commun and the caution money
lodged were found by a friend of miue, that was as a loan,
which I have long since repaid, and the property in the journal
is now exclusively mine. I have to thank you not only for
your own brilliant contributions, but for those of the colleagnes
you secured. Monsieur Savarin’s piguant criticisms were most
valuable to us at starting. I regret to have lost his aid. But
as he has set up a new journal of his own, even he has not wit
enough to spare for another. A4propus of our contributors, I
shall ask you to present me to the fair author of ¢ The Artist's
Danghter.” T am of too prosaic a nature to appreciate justly
the merits of a roman ; but I have heard warm praise of this
story from the young—they are the best judges of that kind of
literature ; and I can at least understand the worth of a contri-
butor who trebled the sale of our journal. It is a misfortune
to us, indeed, that her work is completed, but 1 trust that the
som sent to her through our publisher suffices to tempt her to
favour us with anothcr roman in series.”

“ Mademoiselie Cicizna,” said Rameau, with a somewhat
sharper intonation of 1.is sharp voice, * has accepted for the re-
publication of her rcinan in a separate form terms which attest
the worth of her genius, and has had offers from other journals
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for a serial tale of even higher amount than the sum so gene
rously sent to her through your publisher.” .

¢ Has she accepted them, Monsieur Rameau ¢ If so, fanipis
pour vous. Pardon me, 1 mean that your salary suffers in pro-
portion as the Sens Commun. declines in sale.”

“She has not accepted them. I advised her not to dow
until she could compare them with those offered by the pro-
prietor ot the Sens Comnaun.”

“ And your advice guides her$ Ah! cher confrére, you are
a happy man—you have influence over this young aspirant to
the fame of a De Staél or a George Sand.”

“T flatter myself that I have some,” answered Ramean,
smiling loftily as he helped himself to another tumbler of Vol
ney wine—excellent, but rather heady !

“So much the better. T Jeave you free to arrange terms
with Mademoiselle Cicogna, higher than she can obtain else-
where, and kindly contrive my own personal introduction to
her.  You have breakfasted already +—permit me to offer youa
cigar—cexcuse me if T do not bear you company—I seldom
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“ Yes, I know at least that the working class are extremely
discontented ; the numerous strikes last month were not on 3
mere question of wages—they were against the existing forms
of society. And the articles by Pierre Firmin which brought
me into collision with the Government, seemed to differ from
what you now say. They approve those strikes ; they sp-

ared to sympathise with the revolutionary meetings &t
Ellevillo and Montmartre.”

“Of course! we use coarse tools for destroying ; we cast
them aside for finer ones when we want to reconstruct.

“T attended one of those meetings last night See, I bave
s pass for all such assemblies, signed by some dolt who cannot
even spell the name he assumes—* Pom-de-Tair A commir
sary o% police sat yawning at the end of the orchestra, his
secrotary by his side, while the orators stammer out fragments
of would-be thunderbolts. Commissary of police yawns more
wearilv than before, secretarv disdains to use his pen. seis
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“ Nothing is to be admitted that may bring the law uponm
except it be signed by my name.  There may be a moment in
which it would be desirable for somebody to be sent to prison
—in that case, 1 allow no substitute. I go myself.

“Now you have my most secret thonghts. I entrust themto
your judgment with entire confidence.  Monsieur Lebeaun gave
you a high character, which you have hitherto deserved. By
the way, have ou scen anything lately of that bowsgeois con-
spirator 1”

*“ No, his professed business of letter-writer or agent is trans
ferred to a clerk, who says M. Lebeau is abroad.”

“Ah! Idon't think that is true. I fancy I saw him the
other evening gliding along the lanes of Belleville. He is oo
confirmed a conspirator to be long out of Paris; no place like
Paris for seething brains.”

“ Have you known M. Lebean long?” asked Ramean.

“ Ay, many years.  We are both Norman by birth, as you
may perceive by something broad in our accent.” .

“Ha! I knew your voice was familiar to me ; certainly i
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more preponderant organ of his system than imagination. To
carry lc))ﬂ‘ pa.s his prize g:e who had already achieved celebrity,
whose beauty and fascination of manner were yet more
acknowledged than her genius, would certainly be a glorious
triumph.

Ewl‘ry Parisian of Rameau’s stamp looks forward in marriage
to a brilliant selon. 'What salon more brilliant than that which
he and Isaura united could command ¢ Hehad long conquered
his early impulse of envy at Isaura’s success—in fact that suc-
cess had Decome associated with his own, and had contributed
greatly to his enrichment. So that to other motives of love he
might add the prudential one of interest. Rameau well knew
that his own vein of composition, however lauded by the
cliques, and however unrivalled in his own eyes, was not one
that brings much profit in the market. He compared himself
to those poets who are too far in advance of their time to be
quite as sure of bread and cheese as they are of immortal fame.

. But he regarded Isaura’s genius as of a lower order, ?ndg
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werd of ler literary compositions. A good critic of a bookis
rare ; but good judges of a voice are numberless.  Adding this
attraction of song to her youth, her beauty, her frank powers
of converse,—an innocent sweetness of manner free from all
conventional affectation,—and to the fresh novelty of a genius
which inspired the young with enthusiasm and beguiled the
old to indulgence, it was no wonder that Isaura became a cele-
brity at Paris. .

Perhaps it was a wopder that her head was not turned by the
adulation that surrcunded her.  But I believe, be it said with
diffidence, that a woman of mind so superior, that the mind
never pretends to efface the heart, is less intoxicated with
flattery than a man equally exposed to it.

It is the strength of her heart that keeps her head sober.
Isaura had never yet overcome her first romance of love ; &
yet, amid all her triumphs, there was not a day in which her
thoughts did not wistfully, mournfully, fly back to those blessed
moments in which she felt her cheek colour before a look, ber
heart beat at the sound of a footfall. Perhaps if there had
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CHAPTER IV.

}‘.SAURA was seated in her pretty salon, with the Venosts,

M. Bavarin, the Morleys, and the financier Louvier, whea

Rameau was announced.

“Ha!” cried Savarin, “ we were just discussing a matter
which nearly concerns you, cher poéte. I have not seen you
since the announcement that Pierre Firmin is no other
Victor de Mauléon. Ma foi, that worthy seems likely to be &
dangerous with his pen as he was once with his sword. The
article in which he revealed himself makes a sharp lunge oa
the Government.

“Take care of yourself. When hawks and nightingales fiy
together the hawk may escape, and the nightingale complain
of the barbarity of kings, in a cage : ‘flebiliter gemens infelix
avis.””

e o PR S - LYY e w
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can scarcely surpass. But when she blames us for fault-finding,
can she expect the friends of liberty to praise the present style
of things 1"

“] should be obliged to the friends of liberty,” said the
Colonel, drily, “to tell me how that state of things is to be
mended. 1 find no enthusiasm for the Orleanists, none for a
Republic ; people sneer at religion ; no belief in 2 cause, no
adherence to an opinion. But the worst of it is that, like all
pceople who are blusés, the Parisians are eager for strange ex-
citement, and ready to listen to any oracle who promises a re-
lief from indifferentism. This it is which makes the Press
more dangerous in France than it is in any other country.
Elsewhere the Press sometimes leads, sometimes follows, pub-
lic upinion.  Here there is no public opinion to cousult, and
instead of opinion the Press represents passion ”

“ My dear Colonel Morley,” said Savarin, ¢ I hear you very
often say that a Frenchman cannot understand America. Per-
mit me to observe that an American canmot understand France
—or at least Paris. Apropos of Paris—that is a large specu-
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aside, and whispered in his ear—* I suppose, M. Louvier, that
one can’t put a little money—a very little money—poco-poco-
pocolino, into your street.”

“Into my street ! Ah, I understand, into the speculation of
the Rue de Louvier—certainly you can! arrangements are
made on purpose to suit the convenience of the smallest capital-
ista—from 500 francs upwards.”

“And you feel quite sure that we shall double our money
when the street is completed—I .should not like to have my
brains in my heels.”*

“ More than double it, I hope—long before the street is
completed.”

“I have saved a little money—very little. I have no rela-
tions, and I mean to leave it all to the Signorina, and if it
ﬁould be doubled, why, there would be twice as much to leave

er.” '

 So there would,” said Louvier. ¢ You can’t do better than
put it all into Rue de Louvier. I will send you the necessary
paﬁrs to-morruw, when I send hers to the Signorina.”

uvier here turned to address himself to Colonel Morley,
but finding that degenerate son of America indisposed to get
cent. per cent. for his money when offered by a Parisian, he
-very soon took his leave. The other visitors fullowed his ex-
ample except Rameau, who was left alone with Venosta and
Isaura. The former had no liking for Rameau, who showed
her none of the attentions her innocent vanity demanded, and
she soon tvok herself off to her own room to calculate the
amount of her savings and dream of the Rue de Louvier and
« golden joys.”
eau approaching his chair to Isaura’s, then commenced
conversation, drily enough, upon pecuniary matters ; acquitting
himself of the mission which De Mauléon had charged him, the
request for a new work from her pen for the Sens Commun,
and the terms that ought to be asked for compliance. The young
lady author shrank from this talk. Her private income, though
modest, sufficed for her wants, and she felt a sensitive shame in
the sale of her thoughts and fancies.

® & Josre 4l cervelio nella caloagna,”—vis., to act without prudent reflection,
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* Putting hurriedly aside the mercantile aspect of the question,
she said that she had no other work in her mind at present;
that, whatever her vein of inventivn might be, it flowed at ite
own will and could not be commanded.

“ Nay,” said Rameau, “ this is not true. We fancy, in our
hours of indulence, that we must wait for inspiration, but once
force ourselves to work, and ideas spring forth at the wave of
the pen. You may believe me here. I speak from experience
—1, compelled to work, and in modes not to my taste: I do
my task, I know not how. I rub the lamp, ¢the genius
comes.’ "

“I have read in some English author that motive power is
necessary to continued labour: you have motive power, I have
none.”

‘Al do not quite understand you.”

“I mean that a strong ruling motive is required to persist in
any regular course of action that needs effort : the motive with
the majority of men is the need of subsistence; with a large
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“It cannot be,” she said in a low whisper; *I were not
worthy of your love could I accept it. Forget that you have
80 spoken ; let me still be a friend admiring your genius, inter-
ested in your career. I cannot be more. Forgive me if I -
consciously led you to think I could, I am so grieved to pain

ou.”
o Am T to understand,” said Rameau, coldly, for his amour
propre was resentful, * that the proposals of another have been
more fortunate than mine $”  And he named the youngest and
comeliest of those whom she had rejected.

“ Certainly not,” said Isaura,

Rameau rose and went to the window, turning his face from
her. In reality he was trying to collect his thoughts and de-
cide on the course it were most prudent for him to pursue
The fumes of the absinthe, which had, despite his previous fore-
bodings, emboldened him to hazard his avowal, had now sub-
sided into the languid reaction which is generally consejuent
on that trcacherous stimulus, a reaction not unfavourable to
passionless reflection.  He knew that if he said he could not



poox viL.~ THE PARISIANS. 369

scandal, amid salons in which the envy of virtues doubted
sought to bring innocence itself into doubt, warmed into a gen-
uine reverence the cynicism of his professed creed.

While with her, while under her chastening influence, he
was sensible of a poetry infused within him far more true to
the Cameens than all he had elaborated into verse. In these
moments he was ashamed of the vices he had courted as dis- -
tractions He imagined that, with her all his own, it would be
easy to reform.

No ; to withdraw wholly from Isaura was to remounce his
sole chance of redemption.

While these thoughts, which it takes so long to detail, passed
rapidly through his brain, he felt a soft touch on his arm, and,
turning his face slowly, encountered the tender, compassionate
eyes of Isaura.

“ Be cousoled, dear friend,” she said, with a smile, half-
cheering, half-mournful.  * Perhaps for all true artists the soli-
tary lot is the best.”

“I will try to think so,” answered Rameau; “and mean-
while, I thank you with a full heart for the sweetness with
which you have checked my presumption—the presumptinn
shall not be repeated. Gratefully I accept the friendship you
deign to tender me. You bid me forget the words T uttered.
Promise in turn that you will forget them—or at least consider
them withdrawn. You will receive me still as a friend 3"

“ As a friend, surely; yes. Do we not hoth need friends 3"
She held out her hand as she spoke ; he bent over it, kissed it
with respect, and the interview thus closed,

CHAPTER V.

T was late on the evening of that day when a man who had
the appearauce of a decent bourgeois, in the lower grades
of that comprehensive class, entered one of the streets in

the Faubourg Montmartre, tenanted chiefly by artisans. He
X
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orshabbily furnished. There was a pretty clock on the man
telpiece. On the wall were hung designs for the decoration of
apartments, and shelves on which were ranged a few books.

The window was open, and on the sill were placed flower-
pots ; you could scent the odour they wafted into the room.

Altogether it was an apartment suited to a skilled artisan earn-
ing high wages. From .the room we are now in, branched on
one side a small but commodious kitchen ; on the other side, on
which the door was screened by a poitidre, with a border pret-
tily worked by female hands—some years ago, for it was faded
now—was a bedroom, communicating with one of less size in
which the children slept. We do not enter those additional
rooms, but it may be well here to mention them as indications
of the comfortable state of an intelligent skilled artisan of
Paris, who thinks he can better that state by some revolution
which may ruin his employer.

Monnier started up at the entrance of Lebeau, and his face
showed that he did not share the dislike to the visit which
that of. the female partner of his life had evinced. On the
contrary, his smile was cordial, and there was a hearty ring in
the voice which cried out,

“I-am glad to see you—something to do? Eh?”

« Always ready to work for liberty, mon brave.”

“] hope so—what’s in the wind now %”

¢ Oh, Armand, be prudent—be prudent,” cried the woman,

iteously. ¢ Do not lead him into further mischief, Monsicur
febeau :” as she faltered forth the last words, she bowed ler
head over the two little ones, and her voice died in sobs.

 Monnier,” said Lebeau, gravely, “Madame is right. I
ought not to lead you into further mischief ; there are three in
the room who have better claims on you than

¢ The cause of the millions,” interrupted Monnier.

“No.”

He ap‘i)roached the woman and took up one of the children
wery tenderly, stroking back its curls and kissing the face, which,
if before eurprised and saddened by the mother's sob, now
amiled gaily under the father’s kiss.

. %Canst thou doubt, my Hélvise,” said the artisan, mildly,
¢¢ that whatever I do, thou and these are not uppermost in my
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from the laws of men, it would still find a refuge in the hearts
of women. But Raoul de Vandemar did not presume to preach
to Madame upon the sin of loving you and your children ¢”

T should like to have heard him preach to her,” cried Mon-
nier, fiercely. “ No, he only tried to reason with me about
matters he could not understand.”

* Strikes 1” .

“ Well, not exactly strikes—he did not contend that we
workmen had not full right to combine and to strike for obtain-
ing fairer money’s worth for our work ; but he tried to persuade
me that where, as in my case, it was not a matter of wages, but
of political principle—of war against capitalists—I could but
injure myself and mislead others. He wanted to reconcile me
to old Gérard, or to let him find me employment elsewhere ;
and when I told him that my honour forbade me to make terms
for myself till those with whom I was joined were satisfied, he
said, ¢ But if this lasts much longer, your children will not look
80 rosy ;' then poor Héloise began to wring her hands and cry,
and he took me aside and wanted to press money on me as a
loan. He spoke so kindly that I could not be angry; but
when he found I would take nothing, he asked me about some
families in the street of whom he had a list. and who, he was
informed, were in great distress. That is true ; T am feeding
some of them myself out of my savings. You see, this young
Monsieur belongs to a society of men, many as young as he is,
which visits the poor and dispenses charity. I did not feel I
had a right to refuse aid for others, and I told him where his
money would be best spent. I suppose he went there when he
left me.”

“ T know the society you mean, that o1 St Francois de Siles.
It comprises some of the most ancient of that old moblesse to
which the ouvriers in the great Revolution were so remorseless.”

“ We ouvriers ave wiser now ; we see that in assailing thcm,
we gave ourselves worse tyrants in the new aristocracy of the
c?pitalisjs. Our quarrel now is that of artisans against em-

oyers.

‘?'Of course, 1 am aware of that ; but to leave general

rolit.iu, tell me frankly, How has the strike affected you as yet—-
mean in purse ¥ Can you stand its pressure +—if not, you sxt
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ing millions. I want an émeufe, or rather a menacing demon-
stration—not a premature revolution, mind.  You maust avoid
bloodshed.” .

“« It is easy to say that beforehand ; but when a crowd of
men once meet in the streets of Paris——"

“ It can do much by meeting, and cherishing resentment if
the meeting be dispersed by an armed force, which it would be
waste of life to resist.”

“ We shall see when the time comes,” said Monnier, witha
fierce gleam in his bold eyes.

“ I tell you, all that is required at this moment is an evident
protest of the artisans of Paris against the votes of the * rurals’
of France. Do you comprehend me $”

“T think so ;if not, I obey. What we ouvriers want is what
we have not got—a head to dictate action to us.”

“ Sce to this, then.  Rouse the men you can command. I
will take care that you have plentiful aid from foreigners. We
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jeuncsse dorée ; amongst the latter the brilliant Enguerrand de
Vandemar, who, deeming the acquaintance of every celebrity
essential to lis own celebrity, in either Carthage, the beau
monde or the demi monde, had, two Thursdays before, made
Lowvier attend her soirée and present him. Louvier, though
gathering to his own salons authors and artists, very rarely
favoured their rooms with his presence ; he did not adorn
Isaura’s party that evening. But Duplessis was there, in
compensation. It had chanced that Valérie had met Isaura at
some house in the past winter, and conceived an enthusiastic
affection for her: since then, Valérie came very often to see
her, and made a point’of dragging with her to Isaura’s Thurs-
day réunions her cobedient father. Soirées, musicel or literary,
were not much in his line ; but he had no pleasure like that
of pleasing his spoilt child. Our old friend Frederic Lemercier
was also one of Isaura’s guests that night. He had become
more and more intimate with Duplessis, and Duplessis had in-
troduced him to the fair Valérie as “un jeune homme plein de
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ters could be silly and wicked enough to accuse seventy two
persons of a crime which the police had been instructed to in-
vent.

As De Mauléon approached, the financier brought his speech
to an abrupt close. He knew in the Vicomte de Mauléon the
yriter of articles which had endangered the Government, and
aimed no pointless shafts against its Imperial head.

My cousin,” said Enguerrand, gaily, as he exchanged a cordial
shake of the hand with Victor, “ I congratulate you on the fame
of journalist, into which you have vau{;t;d, armed cap-a-pie, like
a knight of old into his saddle; but I don’t sympathise with
the meauns you have taken to arrive at that renown. I am not
myself an Imperialist—a Vandemar can be scarcely that. But
it I am compelled to be on board a ship, I don’t wish to take
out its planks and let in an ocean, when all offered to me in-
stead is a crazy tub and a rotten rope.”

¢ Tres bien,” said Duplessis in parliamentary tone and phrase.

“ But,” said De Mauléon, with his calm smile, “would you
like the captain of the ship, when the sky darkened and the
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¢ fear,” said Enguerrand, reluctantly, that at least the re-

rt is not unfounded. And mny couscience accuses me of hav-
ing been to blame in the first instance. You see, when Alain
made terms with Louvier by wlich he obtained a very fair in-
come, if prudently managed, I naturally wished that a man of
80 many claims to social distinction, and who represents tae
oldest branch of my family, should take his right place in our
world of Paris. I gladly therefore presented him to the houses
and the men most @ /a mode—advised him as to the sort of es-
tablishment, in apartments, horses, &c., which it appeared to
me that he might reasonably afford—I mean such as, with his
means, I should have prescribed to myself: "

“Ah! I understand. But you, dear Enguerrand, are a
born Parisian, every inch of you: aud aborn Parisian is, what-
ever be thought to the contrary, the best manager in the world.
He alone achieves the difficult art of uniting thrift with show.
It is your Provincial who comes to Paris, in the freshness of
undimmed youth, who sows his.whole liie on its barren streets.
I guess the rest: Alain is ruined. ”

nguerrand, who certainly was so far a born Parisian that,
with all his shrewdness and savoir faire, he had a wonderfully
sympathetic heart, very easily moved, one way or the other—
errand winced at his elder kinsman’s words, complimen-
y reproachful, and said in unwounted tones of humility,
“ Cousin, you are cruel, but you are in the right. I did not
calculate sufficiently on the chances of Alain’s head being turned.
Hear my excuse. He seemed to me so much more thoughtful
than most at our age are, so much more stately and proud ;
well, also so much more pure, so impressed with the respon-
sibilities of station, so bent on retaining the old lands in Bre-
tagne ; by habit and rearing so simple and self-denying,—that
I took it for granted he was proof against stronger temptations
than those which a light nature like my own puts aside with
alaugh. Aud at fust I Liad no reason to think myself deceived,
when, some months ago, I heard that he was getting into debt,
loaing at play, payiur court to female vampires, who drain the
lifo-b?ood of thosc ou whom they fasten their fatal lips. Oh,
then I spoke to him earnestly ! ” .
“ in vain 9"
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“ Is it 80 3—still on one side of life, flowers and butterflies
may be found to the last ; and at least to the last are there no
dreams of the future ¥ Have you no such dreams at this mo-
ment $ and without the romance of such dreams, would there
be any reality to human life which could distinguish it from
the life of the weed that rots on Lethé?”

« Alas, Mademoiselle,” said De Mauléon, rising to take leave,
“ your argument must rest without answer. I would not, if I
could, confute the beautiful belief that belongs to youth, fusing
into one rainbow all the tints that can colour the world. But
the Signora Venosta will acknowledge the truth of an old say-
ing expressed in every civilized language, but best, perhaps,
in that of the Florentine—‘ You might as well physic the dead
as instruct the old.’”

“ But you are not old!” said the Venosta, with Florentine
politeness,—* you ! not a grey hair.”

“'Tis not by the grey of the hair that one knows the age of
the heart,” answered De Mauléon, in another paraphrase of
an Italian proverb, and he was gone.

As he walked homeward, through deserted streets, Victor de
Mauléon thought to himself, *“Poor girl, how I pity her!
married to a Gustave Rameau—married to any man—nothing
in the nature of man, be he the best and the cleverest, can ever
realize the dream of a girl who is pure and has genius. Ab,
is not the converse true? What girl, the best and the cleverest,
comes up to the ideal of even a commonplace man—if he ever
dreamed of an ideal?” Then he paused, and in a moment or
8o afterwards his thought knew such questionings no more.
It turned upon personalities, on stratagems and plots, on am-
bition. The man had more than his share of that peculiar
susceptibility which is one of the characteristics of his country-
men—susceptibility to immediate impulse—susceptibility to
fleeting impressions. It was a key to many mysteries in his
character when he owned his subjection to the influence of
music, and in music recognized not the seraph’s harp, but the
siren's song. If you could have permanently fixed Victor de
Mauléon in one of the good moments of his life even now—
somemoment of exquisite kindness—of superb generosity—of
dauntless courage—you would have secured a very rare speci-
. men of noble humanity. But 8o to fix him was impossitle.
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That impulse of the moment vanished the moment after;
swept aside by the force of his very talents—talents concen-
trated by his intense sense of individuality—sense of wrongs or
of rights—-intereste or objects personal to himself. He ex-
tended the royal aaying, “ L'état c'est msi,” to words tar more
grandiloquent. * The universe, ’tis 1.” The Venosta would
have understood him and smiled approvingly, if he had said,
with a good-humoured laugh, “I dead, the world is dead 1”
That is an Italian proverb, and means much the same thing.
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world of fiction, but of history, in which we live as in the life
of a nation. You know how intimate I have become with
Valérie Duplessis. She is in herself so charming in her com-
bination of petulant wilfulness and guileless naireté that she
might sit as a model for one of your exquisite heroines. Her
father, who is in great favour at Court, had tickets for the Sull:
des Etats of the Louvre to-day—when, as the journals will tell
you, the results of the plébiscite were formally announced to
the Emperor—and I accompanied him and Valérie. 1 felt, on
e..cerivg the hall, as if I had been living for months in an
atmosphere of false rumours, for those I chiefly meet in the
circies of artists and men of letters, and the wits and fliawn
who hauut such circle, are nearly all hostile to the Empetor.
They agree, at least, in asserting the decline of his popularity
—-tue farlure of his intellectual powers, in predicting his down-
fait—deriding the notion of a suecessor in his son. Wull I
know not how to reconcile these statements with the spectacle
1 have beheld to-day.
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There, too, was Victor de Mauléon, regarded by the Repub-
lican party with equal admiration and distrust. For the dis
trust, he himself pleasantly accounted in talk with Savarin.

“ How can I expect to be trusted ? I represent ¢ Common
Sense ;’ every Parisian likes Common Sense in print, and cries
¢Je suis trahi’ when Common Sense is to be put into action”

A group of admiring listeners had collected round one (per-
haps the most brilliant) of those oratorical lawyers by whom.
in France, the respect for all law has been so often talked
away ; he was speaking of the Saturday’s ceremonial with
eloquent indignation. It was a mockery to France to talk of
her placing Liberty under the protection of the Empire.

There was a flagrant token of the military force under which
civil freedom was held in the very dress of the Emperor and
his insignificant son: the first in the uniform of a General of
Division ; the second, forsooth, in that of a Sous Licuicnasl
Then other liberal chiefs chimed in—* The army,” said one,
“ was an absurd expense : it must be put down ”—*¢ The world
was grown too civilized for war,” said another—*¢ The Empress
was pricst-ridden,” said a third—* Churches might be tolerated;
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French army is now organised, beaten she must be, if she meets
the march of the German.”

 You appal me with your sinister predictions,” said Isaura ;
“ but, happily, there is no sign of war. M. Duplessis, who is
in the confidence of the Empercr, told us only the other day
that Napoléon, on learning the result of the Plébiscite, said™
¢The foreign journalists who have been insisting that the
Empire cannot co-exist with free institutions, will no longer
hint that it can be safely assailed from without.” And more
than ever I may eay, L' Empire c'est lu paiz /”

Monsieur de Mauléon shrugged his shoulders. *The old
story—Troy and the wooden horse.” .

“Tell me, M. de Mauléon, why do you, who so despise the
Opposition, join with it in opposing the Empire.”

* Mademoiselle, the Empire opposes me ; while it lasts T
cannot be even a Député; when it 1s gone— heaven knows what
I may be, perhaps Dictator—one thing you may rely upon,
that I would, if not Dictator myself, support any man who was
better fitted for that task.”

“ Better fitted to destroy the liberty which he pretended to
fight for!”

“ Not exactly so,” replied M. de Mauléon, imperturbahly—
“ better fitted to establish a good government in lieu of the
bad one he had fought against, and the much worse govern-
ments that would seek to turn France into a madhonse, and
make the maddest of the inmates the mad doctor1” He turned
away, and here their conversation ended.

But it so impressed Isaura, that the same night she concluded
her letter to lVfa.dsme de Grantmesnil by giving a sketch of its
substance, prefaced by an ingenious confession that she felt less
sanguine confidence in the importance of the applauses which
had greeted the Emperor at the Saturday’s ceremonial, and
ending thus: “I can but confusedly transcribe the words ot
this singular man, and can give you no notion of the wanner
- and the voice which made them eloquent. Tell me, can there
be any truth in his gloomy predictions ? 1 try not to think so,
but they seem to rest over that brilliant hall of the Louvre like
an ominous thunder-cloud.”
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had taken him aside and commenced explanation and excuse,
Louvier had cut him short. “ Peste / don’t mention such trifles.
There is such a thing as business—that concerns my agent;
such a thing as friendship—that concerns me. Allez/”

Thus M. de Rochebriant, confiding in debtor and in creditor,
had suffered twelve months to glide by without much heed of
either, and more than lived up to an income amply sufficient
indeed for the wants of an ordinary bachelor, but needing more
careful thrift than could well be expected from the head of one
of the most illustrious houses in France, cast so young into the
vortex of the most expensive capital in the world.

The poor Marquis glided into the grooves that slant down-
ward, much as the French Marquis of tradition was wont to
slide ; not that he appeared to live extravagantly, but he needed
all he had for his pocket-money, and had lost that dread of
being in debt which he had brought up from the purer atmos-
phere of Bretagne.

But there were some debts which, of course, a Rochebriant
mast pay—debts of honour—and Alain had, on the previous
night, incurred such a debt, and must pay it that day. He had
been strongly tempted, when the debt rose to the figure it had
attained, to risk a change of luck; but whatever his impru-
dence, he was incapable of dishonesty. If the luck did not
change, and he lost more, he would be without means to meet
his obligations. As the debt now stood, he calculated that he
could just discharge it by the sale of his coupé aud horses. It
is no wonder he left his letters uncpened, however charming
they might be; he was quite sure they would contain no
cheque which would enable him to pay his debt and retain his
equipage.

The door opened, and the valet announced M. le Chevalier
de Finisterre—a man with smooth countenance, an air distingué,
a pleasant voice, and perpetual smile,

«Well,mon cher,” cried the Chevalier, T hope that yourecovered
the favour of Fortune before you quitted her green-table last
night. When I left she seemed very cross with you.”

“ And so continued to the end,” answered Alain, with well-
simulated gaiety—much too don gentilhomme to betray rage or

anguish for pecuniary loss.
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“ Ma foi /" said the Chevalier, glancing towards the clock,
“how time flies. I had no idea it was so late. I must leave
you now, my dear Rochebriant. Perhaps we shall meet at the
elub later—I dine there to-day. Au plaisir, M. Lemercier.”

CHAPTER 111
WHEN the door had closed on the Chevalier, Frederic’s

countenance bécame very grave. Drawing his chair

near to Alain, he said : “ We have not seen much
of each other lately,—nay, no excuses; I am well aware that
it could scarcely be otherwise. Paris has grown so large and
so subdivided into sets, that the best friends belonging to differ-
ent sets become as divided as if the Atlantic flowed between
them. I come to-day in consequence of something I have just
heard from Duplessis. Tell me have you got the money for
the wood you sold to M. Collot a year ago $”

“No!” said Alain, falteringly.

“ Good heavens! none of it 1”

¢ QOnly the deposit of ten per cent., which of course I spent,
for it formed the greater part of my income. What of Collot ?
Is he really unsafe 3”

‘¢ He is ruined, and has fled the country. His flight was the
talk of the Bourse this morning. Duplessis told me of it.”

Alain’s face paled. “How is Louvier to be paid? Read
that letter |” :

Lemercier rapidly scanned his eye over the contents of Lou-
vier’s letter.

« Tt is true, then, that you owe this man a year’s interest—
more than 7,000 lounis 3"

“ Somewhat more—yes. But that is not the first care that
troubles me—Rochebriant may be lost, but with it not my
honour. I owe the Russian Prince 300 louis, lost to him last
night at ecart. I must find a purchaser for my coupé and
horses ; they cost me 600 louis last year,—do you know any
one who will give me three 1" .
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“Pooh | I will give you six ; your alesan alone is worth half
the money | "

“ My dear Frederie, I will not sell them to yon on any s
count But you have so many friends—"

“ Who would give their soul to say, ‘I bought these horses
of Rochebriant.” Of course I do. Ha! young Rameau, you
are acquainted with him "

“ Rameau! I never heard of him !”

“ Vanity of vanities, then what is fame! Ramean is the
editor of ¢ Le Sens Commun.” You read that journal!”

“ Yes, it has clever articles, and I remember how I was ab-
sorbed in the eloquent roman which agpeared in it.”

“Ah! by the Signora Cicogna, with whom I think you were
somewhat smitten last year.”

“Last year—was I How a year can alter a man! But
my debt to the Prince.  What has ¢ Ls Sens Commun’ ts do
with my horses 1"

“I met Rameau at Savarin's the other evening. He was
making himsclf out a hero and a martyr ; his coupé had been
taken from him to assist in a barricade in that senseless émeuls
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tion, the growing strength of Prussia,—and with scarcely less
indignation, but more contempt, censuring the selfish egotism
of Eungland in disregarding the due equilibrium of the European
balance of power,—hinted at tBe necessity of annexing Belgium
as a set-off against the results of Sadowa.

Alain found himself seated next to Isaura—to the woman
who had so captivated his eye and fancy on his first arrival in
Paris.

Remembering his last conversation with Graham nearly a
year ago, he felc some curiosity to ascertain whether the rich
Englishman had proposed to her, and if so, been refused or
accepted.

The first words that passed between them were trite enough.
but after a little pause in the talk, Alain said:

“T think Mademoisclle and myself have an acquaintance in
common—DMonsicur Vane, a distinguished Englishman. Do
you know if he be in Paris at present 3 I have not seen him
for many months.”

“T believe he is in London ; at least Colonel Morley met
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abeut that distinetion. Each was thinking only of the prize
which the humblest peasant women have in common with the
most brilliantly accomplished of their sex—the heart of a man

CHAPTER 1IV.

the Continent generally, as we all know, men do not sit
i drinking wine together after the ladies retire. So when

the signal was given all the guests adjourned to the
salon ; and Alaiu quitted Isaura ¢o gain the ear of the Duchesse
de Tarascon.

¢ It is long—at least long for Paris life,” said the Marquis,
¢ gince my first visit to you, in company with Enguerrand de
Vaudemar. Much that you then said rested on my mind, dis-
turbing the prejudices I took from Bretagne.”

] am proud to hear it, my kinsman.”

“ You know that I would have taken military service under
the Emperor, but for the regulation which would have com-

ed me to enter the ranks as a private soldier.”

«] sympathise with that scruple ; Lut you are aware that the
Emperor himself could not have ventured to make an excep-
tivn even in your favour.”

‘¢ Certainly not. I repent me of my pride; perhaps I may
enlist still in some regiment seut to Algiers.”

¢« No ; there are other ways in which a Rochebriant can serve
a throne. There will be an office at Court vacant soon, which
would not misbecome your birth.”

¢ Pardon me—a soldier serves his country, a courtier owns a
master ; and I canuot take the livery of the Emperor, though I
could wear the nniform of France.” _

¢ Your distinctivn is childish, my kinsman,” said the
Duchess, impetuously. “ You talk as if the Emperor had an
interest apart from the nation. I tell you that he has not a
corner of his heart—not even one reserved for his son and hjg
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tions. M. Louvier has constituted himself your sole mortgagee;
to what amount, at what interest, and from what annual pro-
ceeds is the interest paid 1”

Herewith Alain gave details alrealy furnished to the reader.
Duplessis listened, and noted down the replies.

*¢1 gee it all,” he said, when Alain had finished. “ M. Lou-
vier had predetermined to possess himself of your estate: he

makes himself sole mortgagee at a rate of interest so low, that
I tell you fairly, at the present value of money, I doubt if you
could find any capitalist who would accept the transfer of the
mortgage at the same rate. This is not like Louvier, unless he
had an object to gain, and that object is your land. The reve-
nue from your estate is derived chiefly from wood out of which
the interest due to Louvier is to be paid. M. Gandrin, in a
skilfully guarded letter, encourages you to sell the wood from
your forests to a man who offers you several thousand francs
more than it could command from customary buyers. 1 say
nothing against M. Gandrin, but every man who knows Paris
as I do, knows that M. Louvier can put, and has put, a great
deal of money into M. Gandrin's pocket. The purchaser of your
wood does not pay more than his deposit, and has just left the
country insolvent. Your purchaser, M. Collot, was an adven-
turous speculator ; he would have bought anything at any {)rice,
rovided he had time to pay ; if his speculations had been lucky
Ee would have paid. M. Louvier knew, as I knew, that M.
Collot was a gambler, and the chances were that he would not

y. M. Louvier allows a year's interest on his hypothéque to
g:come due—notice thereof duly given to you by his agent—
now you come under the operation of the law. Of course, you
know what the law is1”

“ Not exactly,” answered Alain, feeling frostbitten by the
oongealing words of his counsellor ; *“but I take it for granted

that if I cannot pay the interest of a sum borrowed on my pro-
perty, that property itself is forfeited.” .

¢ No, not quite that—the law is mild. If the interest which
should be paid half-yearly remains unpaid at the end of a year,
the mortgagee has a right to be impatient, has he not 1"

“ Cemgi!:ﬁy he has.” .

¢ Well, then, on fait un commandement tendant & sassie smmobi-
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“ Do not torture yourself, my child, with jealous fears of the
fair Italian. Her lot and Alain de Rochebriant’s can never
unite ; and whatever you may think of their whispered con-
verse, Alain’s heart at this moment is too filled with anxious
troubles to leave one spot in it accessible even to a frivolous
gallantry. It is for us to remove these troubles ; and then,
when he turns his eyes towards you, it will be with the gase
ofalone ;v,ho beholds his happiness. You do not weep now,

ériﬂ » -



BOOK NINTH.

CHAPTER I

N waking some morning, have you ever felt, reader,
as if a change for the brighter in the world, without
and within you, had suddenly come to pass—some
new glory has been given to the sunshine, some
fresh balm to the air—you feel younger, and

happier, and lighter, in the very beat of your heart—you
almost fancy you hear the chime of some spiritual music far
off, as if in the deeps of heaven? You are not at first con-
scious how, or wherefore, this change has been brought
about. Is it the effect of a dream in the gono sleep that
has made this morning so different from mornings that have
dawned betore? And while vaguely asking yourself that
uestion, you become aware that the cause is no mere illusion,

at it has its substance in words spoken by living lips, in
things that belong to the work-day world.

It was thus that Isaura woke the morning after the conver-
sation with Alain de Rochebriant, and as certain words then
spoken echoed back on her ear, she knew why she was so
happy—why the world was so changed.

n those words she heard the voice of Graham Vane. No!
she had not deceived hersel.—she was loved ! she was loved !
What mattered that long cold interval of absence ¥ She had
not forgotten—she could not believe that absence had brought
forgettulness. There are moments when we insist on judging
another’s heart by our own. All would be explained some
day—all would come right.

ow lovely was the face that reflected itself in the glass as
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of his own sex every man should be jealous—though of his
dearest friend. Isn’t it so, Colonello 7”

The Colonel looked puzzled, bowed, and made no reply.

“That only shows,” said Mrs. Morley, rising, “ what villains
the Colonel has the misfortune to call friends and fellow-men.”

“T fear it is time to go,” said Frank, glancing at the clock.

In theory the most rebellious, in practice the most obedient,
of wives, Mrs. Morley here kissed Isaura, resettled her crino-.
‘liine, and shaking hands with the Venosta, retreated to the

0or.

‘I ghall have the wreath yet,” cried the Venosta, impishly.
“ La speranza & femmina." (Hope is female.)

“Alas!” said Isaura, half mournfully, half smiling, “ Alas!
do yqQu not remember what the poet replied when asked what
disease was most mortal 9—‘the hectic fever caught from the
chill of hope.””

CHAPTER III
L@RAHAM VANE was musing very gloomily in his

solitary apartment one morning, when his servant
announced Colonel Morley.

He received his visitor with more than the cordiality with
which every English politician receives an American citizen.
Graham liked the Colonel too well for what he was in himself,
to need any national title to his esteem. After some prelimi-
nary questions and answers as to the health of Mrs. Morley,
the length of the Colonel’s stay in London, what day he could
dine with Grakam at Richmond or Gravesend, the Colonel took
up the ball. “ We have been reckoning to see you at luis,
sir, for the last six months.”

“T am very much flattered to hear that you have thought of
me at all ; but I am not aware of having warranted the expec-
tation you so kindly express.”

“1 guess you must.have said something to my wife which


















800K IR THE PARISLANS. &

run; and as an elector must choose one representative or
other, s0 a gal must choose one husband or other. And then
you only repent when it is too late. It is a great thing to be
first in the field. Let us approximate to the point ; the chances
seem good—will you run $—Yes or No?”

I repeat, Colonel Morley, that I entertain no such pre-
samption.”

The Colonel here, rising, extended his hand, which Graham
shook with constrained cordiality, and then leisurcly walked
to the door ; there he paused, as if struck by a new thought,
and said gravely, in his natural tone of voice, * You have no-
thing to say, sir, against the young lady’s character and
honour $”

¢ ] 1—Heavens, no! Colonel Morley, such a question insults
me.”

The Colonel resumed his deepest nasal bass: “It is only,
then, because you don’t fancy her now so much as you did last
year—fact, you are soured on her and fly off the handle. Such
things do happen. The same thing has happened to mysell,
sir. In my days of celibacy, there was a gal at Saratoga whom
1 gallantised, and whom, while I was at Saratoga, I thought
Heaven had made to be Mrs. Morley. I was on the very point
ot telling her so, when I was suddenly called off to Philadelphia ;
and at Philadelphia, sir, I found that Heaven had made another
Mrs. Morley. I state this fact, sir, though I seldom talk ot my
own affairs, even when willing to tender my advice in the
affairs of another, in order to prove that I do not intend to
oensure you if Heaven has served you in the same manner.
8ir, a man may go blind for one gal when he is not yet dry
behind she ears, and then, when his eyes are skinned, go in for
one better. All things mortal meet with a change, as my sis-
ter’s little boy said when, at the age of eight, he quitted the
Methodys and turned Shaker. Threep ang argue as we may,

and I are both mortals——more’s the pity. Good morning,
sir (glancing at the olock, which proclaimed the hour of 3 P.M.),
—1 err—good evening.”

By the post that day the Colonel transmitted a condensed
and laconio report o1 his conversation with Graham Vane. I
can state its substance in yet tewer words. He wrote word
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Now there was one point she had ascertained by words in
her visit to Isaura—a point on which all might depend. She
had asked Isaura when and where she had seen Graham last ;
and when Isaura had given her that information, and she
learned it was on the eventful day on which Isaura gave her
consent to the publication of her MS. if approved by Savarin,
i- the journal to be set up by the handsome-faced young author,
ske leapt to the conclusion that Graham had been seized with
no unnatural jealousy, and was still under the illusive glamoury
of that green-eyed fiend. She was confirmed in this notion,
not altogether an unsound one, when asking with apparent
carelessness—“ And in that last interview, did you see any
change in Mr. Vane’s manner, especially when he took lcave?”

Isaura turned away pale, and involuntarily clasping her
hands—as women do when they would suppress pain—replied,
in a low manner, “ His manner was changed.”

. Accordingly, Mrs. Morley sat down and wrote the followiry
etter :— .

“ DEAR MR. VANE,—I am very angry indeed with you for
refusing my invitation,—I had so counted on you, and I don’t
believe a word of your excuse. Engagements! To balls and
dinners, I suppose, as if you were not much too clever to care
about these silly attempts to enjoy solitude in crowds. And as
to what you men call business, you have no right to have any
business at all. You are not in commerce; you are not in
Parliament ; you told me yourself that you had no great landed
estates to give you trouble; you are rich, without any neces
sity to take pains to remain rich, or to become richer ; you have
no business in the world except to please youiself: and when
you will not come to Paris to see one of your truest friends—
which I certainly am—it simply means, that no matter how
such a visit would please me, it does not please yourself. I
call that abominably rude and ungrateful.

“ But I am not writing merely to scold you. I have some-
thing else on my mind, and it must come out. Certainly, when
you were at Paris last year you did admire, above all other
young ladies, Isaura Cicogna. And I honoured you for doing
80. I know no young lady to be called her equal. Well, if
you admired her then, what would you do now it you met her?
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—whose name in that case I should profane did I repeat it—-
the comrade of another man’s mind the half of another man’s
heart, the pride and delight of another man’s blissful home.”

OCHAPTER IV.

HERE is somewhere in Lord Lytton'’s writings — writings
80 numerous that I may be pardoned if I cannot remem-
ber where—a critical definition of the difference between
dramatic and narrative art of story, instanced by that marvel-
lous passage in the loftiest of Sir Walter Scott’s works, in which
all the anguish of Ravenswood on the night before he has to
meet Lucy's brother in mortal combat is conveyed without the
- spoken words required in tragedy. 1t is only to be conjectured
by the tramp of his heavy boots to and fro all the night long
in his chamber, heard below by the faithful Caleb. The drama
could not have allowed that treatment ; the drama must have
t into words as ‘“soliloquy,” agonies which the non
K“nmat-ic narrator knows that no soliloquy can describe.
Humbly do I imitate, then, the great master of narrative in
declining to put into words the conflict between love and
reason that tortured the heart of Graham Vane when dropping
noiselessly the letter I have just transcribed. He covered his
face with his hands, and remained—I know not how long—in
the lsla.me position, his head bowed, not a sound escaping from
his i
Heps;lid not stir from his rooms that day ; and had there
been a Caleb’s faithful ear to listen, his tread, too, might have
been heard all that sleepless night passing to and fro, but
pausing oft, along his solitary floors.
Possibly love would have borne down all opposing reasonings,
-doubts, and prejudices, but for incidents that occurred the fol-
lowing evening. On that evening Grabam dined en famills
with his cousins the Altons. After dinner, the Duke produced
the design for a cenotaph inscribed to the memory of his aunt,
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¢ There is no one,” wrote Lady Janet, * whose character and
career a felicitous choice in marriage can have greater influence
over than this dear adopted son of mine. I do not fear that
in any case he will be liable to the_errors of his brilliant father.
His early reverse of fortune here seems to me one of those
blessinis which Heaven conceals in the form of affliction. For
in youth, the genial freshness of his gay animal spirits, a native
generosity mingled with desire of display and thirst for ap-

, made me somewhat alarmed for his future. But,
though he still retains these attributes of character, they are no
longer predominant ; they are modified and chastened. He
has learned prudence. But what I now fear most for him is
that which he does not show in the world, which neither Leo-
pold nor you seem to detect,—it is an exceeding sensitiveness
of pride. I know not how else to describe it. It is so inter-
woven with the highest qualities, that I sometimes dread injury
to them could it be torn away frum the faultier ones which it
supports.

«“It is interwoven with that lofty independence of spirit
which has made him refuse openings the most alluring to his
ambition ; it communicates a touching grandeur to his self-
denying thrift ; it makes him so tenacious of his word once
given, so cautious before he gives it. Public life to him is es-
sential ; without it he would be incomplete ; and yet I sigh to
think that whatever success he may achieve in it will be at-
tended with proportionate pain. Calumny goes side by side
with fame, and courting fame as a man, he is as thin-skinned
to calumny as a woman.

“ The wife for Graham should have qualities not, taken in-
dividually, uncommon in English wives, but in combination
somewhat rare.

“ She must have mind enough to appreciate his—not to clash
with it. She must be fitted with sympathies to be his dearest
companion, his confidante in the hopes and fears which the
slightest want of sympathy would make him keep ever after-
wards pent within his breast. In herself worthy of distinction,
she must merge all distinction in his. You have met in the
world men who, marrying professed beauties or professed liter-

_ary genfuses, are spoken of as the husband of thopbuutiful Mrs.
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A—— or of the clever Mrs. B—— : can you fancy Graham
Vane in the reflected light of one of those husbands? I trem-
bled last year when I thought he was attracted by a face which
the artists raved about, and again by a tongue which dropped
lons mo’s that went the round of the clubs. I was relieved
when, sounding himn, he. said, laughingly, ¢ No, dear aunt,]
should be one sore from head to foot if 1 married a wife that
was talked about for anything but goodness.’

“No,—Graham Vane will have pains sharp enough if he liveto
be talked about himself. But that tenderest half of himself,
the bearer of the name he would make, and for the dignity of
which he alone would be responsible,—if that were the town
talk, he would curse the hour he gave any one the right to
take on herself his man’s burden of calumny and fame. I know
not which I should pity the most, Graham Vane or his wife.

“Do you understand me, dearest Eleanor? No doubt you
do so far, that you comprehend that the women whom men
most admire are not the women we, as women ourselves, ‘would
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“ No, I didn't say that ; on the contrary, he was presented
to her for the first time the evening I wasat the house. I saw
that young silk-haired coxcomb, Gustave Rameau, introduce
him to her. You don't perhaps know Rameau, editor of the
¢ Sens Commun’—writes poems and criticisms. They say he is
& Red’ Republican, but De Mauléon keeps truculent French

litics subdued if not suppressed in his cynical journal. Some-

dy told me that the Cicogna is very much in love with Ra-
meau—certainly he has a handsome face of his own—and that
is the reason why she was so rude to the Russian Prince X——"

“ How, rude! Did the Prince propose to her 3’

“ Propose | you forget—he is married. Don’t you know the
Princess ¥ 8till, there are other kinds of proposals than those
of marriage which a rich Russian Prince may venture to make
toa g:ett.y novelist brought up for the stage.”

“BevilI” cried Graham, grasping the man’s arm fiercely,
how dare you —"

¢« My dear boy,” said Bevil, very much astonished, “I really
did not know that yourinterest in the young lady was so great.
If I have wounded you in relating a mere on dif picked up at
the Jockey Club, I you a thousand pardons. I daresay
there was not a word of truth in it.”

“ Not a word of truth, you may be sure, if the on dif was in-
jurious to Mademoiselle Cicogna. It is true, I have a strong
interest in her ; any man—any gentleman--would have such
interest in a girl so brilliant and seemingly so friendless. It
shames one of human nature to think that the reward which
the world makes to those who elevate its platitudes, brighten
its dulness, delight its leisure, is—Slander ! I have had the
honour to make the acquaintance of this lady before she became
a ¢ celebrity,” and I have never met in my paths through life a
purer heart or a nobler nature. What is the wretched on di¢
you condescend to circulate? Permit me to add—

“He who repeats a slander shares the crime.’ ®

« Upon my honour, my dear Vane,” said Bevil, seriously (he
did not want for spirit), “I hardly know you this evening. It
is not because duelling is out of fashion that a man should allow
himself to speak in a tone that gives offence to another who

cC
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intended none ; and if duelling is out of fashion in England, it
is still possible in France. Enfre nous, I would rather cross
the Channel with you than submit to language that conveys
unmerited insult.”

Graham’s cheek, hefore ashen pale, flushed into dark red.
“T understand you,” he said quietly, “and will be at Boulogne
to-morrow.”

“Graham Vane,” replied Bevil, with much dignity, *you
and I have known each other a great many years, and neither
of us has cause to question the courage of the other ; but I am
much older than yourself—permit me to take the melancholy
advantage of seniority. A duel between us in consequence of
careless words said about a lady in no way connected with
either, would be a cruel injury to her ; a duel on grounds so
slight would little injure me—a man about town, who would
not sit an hour in the House of Commons if you paid bim
a thousand pounds a minute. But you, Graham Vane—
you, whose destiny it is to canvass electors and make laws—
would it not be an injury to you to be questioned at the
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with a few words of such scorn as a queen might address to an

upstart lackey. But, my dear Vane, it is a mournful position .
for a girl to receive such offers ; and you must agree with me

in wishing she were safely married, even to Monsieur Rameau,

coxcomb though he be. Let us hope that they will be an ex-

ception to French authors, male and female, in general, and

live like turtle-doves.”

CHAPTER VIL

FEW day's after the date of the last chapter, Colonel
Morley returned to Paris. He had dined with Graham
at Greenwich, had met him afterwards in society, and

paid him a farewell visit on the day before the Colonel’s depart-
ure; but the name of Isaura Cicogna had not again been
uttered by either. Morley was surprised that his wife did not
question him minutely as to the mode in which he had executed
her delicate commission, and the manner as well as words with
which Graham had replied to his * ventilations.” But his Lizzy
cut him short when he began his recital—

“J don't want to hear anything more about the man. He
has thrown away a prize richer than his ambition will ever

in, even if it gained him a throne.”

“That it can’t gain him in the old country. The people are
loyal to the present dynasty, whatever you may be told to the
contrary.”

“Don’t be so horribly literal, Frank ; that subject is done
with. How was the Duchess of M dressed 1" !

But when the Colonel had retired to what the French call
the cabinet de truvail—and which he more accurately termed his
¢smoke den'—and there indulged in the cigar, which, despite
his American citizenship, was forbidden in the drawing-room
of the tyrant who ruled his life, Mrs. Morley took from her,
desk a letter received three days before, and brooded over if

" - intently, studying every word. Wlen she Lad thus reperused

»
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Nevertheless, Savarin knew that Rameau had such parents
still living, and took the hint. Two hours afterwards Ramean
was leaning his burning forehead on his mother’s breast.

The next morning the doctor said to the mother, “ You are
worth ten of me. If you can stay here we shall pull him
shrough.”

“ Stay here!—my own boy!” cried indignantly the poor
mother,

- CHAPTER VIII,

HE day which had inflicted on Isaura so keen an anguish,
was marked by a great trial in the life of Alain de
Rochebriant.!

In the morning he received the notice * of un commandement
tendant & sasisie tmmobilidre,” on the part of his creditor, M.
Louvier ; in plain English, an announcement that his property
at Rochebriant would be put up to public sale on a certair day,
in case all debts due to the mortgagee were not paid before.
An hour afterwards came a note from Duplessis, stating that
he “ had returned from Bretagne on the previous evening, and
would be very happy to see the Marquis de Rochebriant before
two o'clock, if not inconvenient to call”

Alain put the “ commandement ” into his pocket, and repaired
to the Hotel Duplessis.

The financier received him with very cordial civility. Then
he began, “ I am happy to say I let your excellent aunt in
very health. She honoured the letter of introduction to
her which I owe to your politeness with the most amiable hos-
pitalities ; she insisted on my removing from the auberge at
which I first put up, and becoming a guest under your vener-
able roof-tree—a most agreeable lady, and a most interesting
chdteon.”

“] fear your accommodation was in striking contrast to
your comforts at Paris; my chdfeau is only interesting to am
autiquarian enamoured of ruins.”
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“ Pardon me, ‘ruins’ is an exaggerated expression. I do
not say that the chdleau does not want some repairs, but they
would not be costly ; the outer walls are strong enough to defy
time for centuries to come, and a few internal decorations and
some modern additions of furniture would make the old
manoir a hume fit for a prince. I have been over the whole
estate, too, with the worthy M. Hébert,—a superb property!"

“Which M. Louvier appears to appreciate,” said Alain, with
a somewhat melancholy smile, extending to Duplessis the
menacing notice.

Duplessis glanced at it, and said drily, “ M. Louvier knows
what he is,about. But I think we had better put an imme-
diate stop to formalities which must be painful to a creditorso
benevolent. I do not presume to offer to pay the interest due
on the security you can give for the repayment. If you refused
that offer fromn so old a friend as Lemercier, of course you
could not accept it from me. I make another proposal, to
which you can scarcely object. I do not like to give my schem
ing rival on the Bourse the triumph of so profoundly planneda
speculation.  Aid me to defeat him. Let me take the mort-
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with the result. Meanwhile, if you allow me to find purchasers
for your timber, and if you will not suffer the Chevalier de
Finicterre to regulate your expenses, you need have no fear
that the interest due to me will not be regularly paid, even

. though I shall be compelled, for the first year or two at least,
to ask a higher rate of interest than Louvier exacted—say a
quarter per cent. more ; and in suggesting that, you will com-
prehend that this is now a matter of business between us, and
not of friendship.”

Alain turned his head aside to conceal his emotion, and then,
with the quick affectionate.impulse of the genuine French na-
ture, threw himself on the financier’s breast and kissed him on
both cheeks.

““ You save me! you save the home and tombs of my an-
cestors! Thank you I cannot ; but I believe in God—1I pray
—1 will pray for you as for a father ; and if ever,” he hurried
on in broken words, “1 am mean enough to squander on idle
luxuries one franc that I should save for the debt due to you,
chide me as a father would chide a graceless son.”

Moved as Alain was, Duplessis was moved yet more deeply.
¢ What father would not be proud of such ason? Ah,ifl
had such a one!” he said softly. Then quickly recovering his
wonted composure, he added with a sardonic smile which often
chilled his friends and alarmed his foes, “ Monsieur Louvier
is about to pass that which I ventured to promise him, a ¢ mau-
vais quart d’heure.” Lend me that commandement tendant & sai-
sic. I must be off to my avoué with instructions. If you have
no better engagement, pray dine with me to-day, aud accom-
pany Valérie and myself to the opera.”

I need not say that Alain accepted the invitation. How
happy Valérie was that evening !
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and receding rapidly, and fixing on her startled visitor eyes no
longer dim, but with something half fierce, half imploring in
the passion of their gaze, said—* Your husband spoke of me
to Mr. Vane: I know he did. What did Mr. Vane answer}
Do not evade my question. The truth ! the truth ! I only ask
the truth !

“ Give me your hand ; sit here beside me, dearest child.”

“Child I—no, I am a woman |—weak as a woman, but strong
as a woman too '—The truth |”

Mrs. Morley had come prepared to carry out the resolution
she had formed and “ break ” to Isaura “the truth,” that which
the girl now demanded. But then she had meant to break the
truth in her own gentle gradual way. Thus suddenly called
upon, her courage failed her. She burst into tears. Isaun
gazed at her dry-cyed.

“ Your tears answer me. Mr. Vane has heard that 1 haw
been insulted. A man like him does not stoop to love for s
woman who has known an insult. I do not blame him; I
honour him the more—he is right.”
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“IIe was so pleased when he learned that I renounced the
career on which I had set my ambition. I thought he would
have been so pleased when I sought in another career to raise
myself nearer to his level—I see now how sadly I was mistaken.
All that perplexed me before in him is explained. I did rot guess
how foolishly I had deceived myself till three days ago,—then
I did guess it ; and it was that guess which tortured me so ter-
ribly that [ could not keep my heart to myself when I saw yon
to-day ; in spite of all womanly pride it would force its way—
to the truth. Hush ! I must tell you what was said to me by
another friend of mine—a good friend, a wise and kind one.
Yet I wasso angry when she said it that I thoughtI could never
see hier more.”

** My sweet darling! who was this friend, and what did she
say to you 1"

“The friend was Madame Savarin.”

“ No woman loves you more except myself—and she said 1"
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in the same callings, the same labours, the same hopes and
fears, with the women who have left behind them the privacies
of home. Madame de Grantmesnil was wrong. Artists should
wed with artists. True—true!”

Here she passed her band over her forehcad—it was a pretty
way of hers when sceking to concentrate thought—and was
silent a moment or so.

“Did you ever feel,” she then asked dreamily, “that there
are moments in life when a dark curtain seems to fall over one's
past, that a day before was so clear, so blended with the pre-
sent? One cannot any longer look behind ; the gaze is attracted
onward, and a track of fire flashes upon the future,—the future
which yesterday was invisible. There is a line by some Eng-
lish poet—Mr. Vane once quoted it, not to me, but to M. Sava-
rin, and in illustration of his argument, that the most compli-
cated recesses of thought are best reached by the simplest forms
of expression. I said to myself, ¢ I will study that truth if ever
I take to literature as I have taken to song; and—yes—it was
that evening that the ambition fatal to woman fixed on me its
relentless fangs—at Enghien—we were on the lake—the sun
was setting.”

¢« But you do not tell me the line that so impressed you,”
said Mrs. Morley, with a woman’s kindly tact.

¢The line—which linet Oh, I remember; the line was this—

¢ I see as from a tower the end of all.’

And now—kiss me, dearest—never a word again to me about
this conversation ; never a word about Mr. Vane—the dark
eurtain has fallen on the past.”

CHAPTER XL

EN and women are much more like each other in certain

e elements of character than is generally supposed,

but it is that very resemblance which makes their dif
DD
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servant daily to inquire after M. Rameau. That, I think, she -
would have done under any circumstances. Meanwhile, too,
she had called on Madame Savarin—made it up with her—
sealed the reconciliation by a cold kiss. That, too, under any
circumstances, [ think she would have done; under some cir-
cumstances the kiss might have been less cold.

There was one thing unwonted in her habits. I mention it,
though it is only a woman who can say if it means anything
worth noticing.

For six days she had left a letter from Madame de Grant-
mesnil unanswered. With Madame de Grantmesnil was con-
nected the whole of her innermost life—from the day when the
lonely desolate child had seen, beyond the dusty thoroughfares
of life, gleams of the faery land in poetry and art—onward
through her restless, dreamy, aspiring youth—onward—onward
—till now, through all that constitutes the glorious reality that
we call romance. )

Never before had she left for two days unanswered letters
which were to her as Sibylline leaves to some unquiet neophyte
yearning for solutions to enigmas suggested whether by the
world without or by the soul within. For six days Madame
de Grantmesnil’s letter remained unanswered, unread, neglected,
thrust out of sight; just as when some imperious necessity
compels us to grapple with a world that is, we cast aside the
romance which, in our holiday hours, had beguiled us to a
world with which we have interests and sympathies no more.

CHAPTER XIL

USTAVE recovered, but slowly. The physician pro-
nounced him out of all immediate danger, but said

~~ * frankly to him, and somewhat more guardedly to his
parents, * There is ample cause to beware.” “Lovk you, my
ng friend,” he added to Rameaun, “ mere brain-work scldom

™ kills a man once accustomed to it, like you ; but heart work,
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know something ahout politics.” Ay, if the treatise had been
upon fox-hunting, she would have desired * to know something
a.g:ut that!” Above all, yet distinguishable from the rest—-
as the sparks still upon stem and leaf here and there faintly
‘glowed and twinkled—the withered flowers which recorded
that happy hour in the arbour, and the walks of the forsaken
garden—the hour in which she had so blissfully pledged her-
self to remounce that career ig art wherein fame would have
been secured, but which would not have united Fame with
Love—in dreams evermore over now.
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she, on her part, contrived that a year or so later she should be
left a widow. After her marriage, of course, the parents
washed their hands of her—they had done their duty. At the
time Don Juan made this lady’s acquaintance nothing could
be said against her character ; but the milliners and butchers
had begun to imply that they would rather have her money
than trust to her character. Don Juan fell in love with her,
satisfied the immediate claims of milliner and butcher, and
when they quitted Paris it was agreed that they should meet
later at Aix-la-Chapelle. But when he resorted to that sultry,
and to my mind unalluring, spa, he was surprised by a line
from her saying that she had changed her name of Marigny
for that of Duval.

¢ recollect,’ said Leporello, ¢ that two days afterwards
my master said to me, “Caution and secrecy. Don’t mentivn
my name at the house to which I may send you with any note
for Madame Duval. I don’t announce my name when I call
La petite Marigny has exchanged her name for that of Louise
Duval ; and I find t}mt there 1s a Louise ]?uval het:e, her f;iend.
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Duplessis, “ you indulge in a strange confusion of wmetaphors.
But, pardon me, I came here to breakfast, and I cannot re-
main to quarrel.  Come, Lemercier, let us take our chance of
a cutlet at the Trois Fréres.”

“Fox, Fox,” cried Lemercier, whistling to a poodle that had
followed him into the café, and, frightened by the sudden
movement and loud voices of the habitués, had taken refuge
under the table.

“ Your dog is poltron,” said De Brézé ; « call him Nap.”

At this stroke of humour there was a general laugh, in the
midst of which Duplessis escaped, and Frederic, having dis-
covered and caught his dogz, followed with that animal ten-
derly clasped in his arms.  “I would not luse Fox for a great
deal,” sud Lemercier with “effusion ;” “a pledge of love
and fidelity from an English lady ihe most distinguished. The
lady left me—the dog remains.”

Duplessis smiled grimly. * What a thorough-bred Parisian
you are, my dear Frederie. 1 believe-if‘ the trumnp of the last
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and as my carriage moves more quickly than you do on foot,
I shall save you the minutes instead of robbing you of them.”

“You are most kind, but I was only going to my hotel, -
which is close by.”

“Then you have no excuse for not taking a short drive with
me in the Champs Elysées—come.”

Thus bidden, Graham could not civilly refuse. He handed
t.!x(ia fair American into her carriage, and seated himself by her
side.

CHAPTER IIL

¢ .} &,’ R. VANE, I feel as if I had many apologies to make
for the interest in your life which my felt.ter to you
so indiscreetly betrayed.”

“Oh, Mrs. Morley | you cannot guess how deeply that in-
terest touched me.” .
¢I should not have presumed so far,” continued Mrs. Mor-
ley, unheeding the interruption, if I had not been altogether
in error as to the nature of your sentiments in a certain quarter.
In this you must blame my American rearing. With us there
are many flirtations between boys and girls which come to
nothing ; but when in my country a man like you meets with
a woman like Mademoiselle Cicogna there cannot be flirtation.
His attentions, his looks, his manner, reveal to the eyes of
those who care enough for him to watch, one of two things—
either he coldly admires and esteems, or he loves with his
whole heart and soul a woman worthy to inspire such a love.
Well, I did watch, and I was absurdly mistaken. I imagined
that I saw love, and rejoiced for the sake of both of you to
think so. Iknow that in all countries, our own as well as
yours, love is so morbidly sensitive and jealous that it is always
apt to invent imaginary foes to itself. Esteem and admiration
never do that. I thought that some misunderstanding, easily
removed by the intervention of a third person, might have
jmpeded the impulse of two hearts towards eash other,—and
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and, supposing that there might be rivalship between us, re-
tracted all that you might have before said to warn me against
fostering the sentiment with which she had inspired me ; even
at the first slight glance of a face which cannot be lightly for- _
gotten by those who have once seen it.” '

“T recollect perfectly every word of that talk, Marquis,”
answered Graham calmly, but with his hand concealed within
his vest and pressed tiZhtly to his heart. The warning of Mrs.
Morley flashed upon him. ¢ Was this the man to seize the
prize he had put aside—this man, younger than himself—
handsomer than himself—higher in rank "

“I recollect that talk, Marquis! Well, what thent”

“In my self-conceit I supposed that you might have heard
how much I admired Mademoiselle Cicogna—how, having not
long since met her at the house of -Duplessis Swho, by the way,
writes me word that I shall meet you chez lui to-morrow), I
have since sought her society wherever there was a chance to
find it. You may have heard, at our club or elsewhere, how
I adore her genius—how I say that nothing so Brefon—that is,
so pure and so lofty—has appeared and won readers since the
days of Chateaubriand—and you, knowing that les absens ont
toujours tort, come to me and ask Mounsieur de Rochebriant,
Are we rivals 7 I expected a challenge —you relieve my mind
—jyou abandon the field to me!” .

At the first I warned the reader how improved from his old
mauvaise honle a year or so of Paris life would make our bdean
Marquis—how a year or two of London life, with its horsey
slang and its fast girls of the period, would have vulgurized an
English Rochebriant !

Graham gnawed his lips and replied quietly, # I do not chal-
lenge! Am I to congratulate you?”

“ No, that brilliant victory is not for me. I thought that
was made clear in the conversation I have referred to. But if
you have done me the honour to be jealous, I am exceedingly
flattered. Speaking seriously, if I admired Mademoiselle Cicog-
na when you and I last met, the admiration is increased by the
respect with which I regard a character so simply noble. How
many women older than she would have been spoiled by the
adulation that has followed -her literary success ! —how few
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longer trespass on your evening. The day after to-morrow, then

I w%ll be with you at one o'clock.” ’ ’
“Yes, I hope then to have the letters you wish to consult ;

and, meanwhile, we meet to-morrow at the Hotel Duplessis.”

CHAPTER VL

RAHAM had scarcely quitted Alain, and the young Mar-
quis was about to saunter forth to his club, when
Duplessis was announced.

These two men had naturally seen much of each other since
Duplessis had returned from Brétagne, and delivered Alain from
the gripe of Louvier. Scarcely a day had passed but what
Alain had been summoned to enter into the financier’s plans for
the aggrandisement of the Rochebriant estates, and delicately
made to feel that he had become a partner in speculations
which, thanks to the capital and the abilities Duplessis brought
to bear, seemed likely to result in the ultimate freedom of his -
property from all burdens, and the restoration of his inherit-
a.nc; to a splendour correspondent with the dignity of his
ran .
On the plea that his mornings were chiefly devoted to pro-
fessional business, Duplessis arranged that these consultations
should take place in the evenings. From those consultations
Valérie was not banished ; Duplessis took her into the council
as a matter of course. * Valérie,” said the financier to Alain,
“ though so young, has a very clear head for business, and she
is 80 interested in all that interests myself, that even where I
do not take her opinion, I at least feel my own made livelier and
brig(l)lter by her sympathy.”

the girl was in the habit of taking her work or her book

into the cabinet de travail, and never obtruding a suggestion
unasked, still, when appealed to, speaking with a modest guod
sense which justified her father’s confidence and praise ; and
&propos of her book, she had taken Chateaubriand into peculiar
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Arrived at the little villa, he found it occupied only by
workmen—it was under repair. No one could tell him to
what residence the ladies who occupied it the last year had
removed .

“I shall learn from Mrs. Morley,” thought Graham, and at
her house he called in going back, but Mrs." Morley was not at
home ; he had only just time, after regaining his apartment, to
change his dress for the dinner to which he was invited. As
it was, he arrived late, and while apologising to his host for
his want of punctuality, his tongue faltered. At the farther
end of the roum he saw a face, paler and thinuer than when he
had seen it last—a face across which a something of grief had
gone. '

The servant announced—* Monsieur, dinner is served.”

“ Mr. Vane,” said Duplessis, “ will you take in to dinner

" Mademoiselle Cicogna %"
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“T was much comforted by your kind visit yesterday, dear
Margunis. My afHliction hus been heavy. But for the last two
years my poor husband’s conduct has rendered my life unbapyy.
and [ am recovering the shock of his sudden death. It is true
that I and the children are left very ill provided for ; but I can-
not accept your generous offer of aid. Have no fear as to my
future fate. Adicu, my dear Marquis! This will reach you
just before you start for Naples.  Don voyage.”

There was no address on this note—no post-mark on the en
velope—evidently sent by hand.

Tue last note, dated 1861, March 20, was briefer than is
predecessor :

“I Lave talien your advice, dear Marquis, and. overcomirg
all scruples. I have aceepted his kind offer, on the conditica
that I :un vever to be taken to England. [ had no option in
this mauriace, I can now own to you thar my poverty hai be-
come urgent.  Yours, with inalienable gratitude,
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et

women -- the joyous sweetness o expression and dainty grace
of high breeding which made him the most popular companion
to men,—were exalted in a masculine nobleness of aspect, from
which a painter might have taken hints for a study of the young
Achilles separated for ever from effeminate companionship at
the sight of the weapons of war. De Mauléon gazed on Eim
admiringly. We have seen that he shared the sentiments
uttered—had resolved on the same course of action. But it was
with the tempered warmth of a man who seeks to divest his
thoughts and his purpose of the ardour of romance, and who,
in serving his country, calculates on the gains to his own ambi-
tion. Nevertheless he admired in Enguerrand the image of his
own impulsive and fiery youth.

“And you, I presume,” resumed Enguerrand, « will fight too,
but rather with pen than with sword ¥’

“Penswill now only be dipped inred ink, and common-sense
never writes in that colour , as for the sword, I have passed the
age of forty-five, at which military service halts. But if some
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“ But I do,” said Lemercier ; “surely I address Mademoiselle
Julie Caumartin.”

« Ah, excuse me, le petit Frederie,” said Julie, with a sickly
attempt at coquettish sprightliness ; “ I had no eyes except for
M Savarin.” .

“ And why only for me, my poor child " asked the kind-
hearted author.

“Huzh " She drew him aside. *Because you can give me
news of that monster Gustave. It is not true, it cannot be true,
that he is going to be married "

“Nav, surely, Mademoiselle, all connection between you and
young Rameau has ceased for months—ceased from the date of
that iliness in July which nearly carried him off.”

I resigned him to the care of his mother,” said the girl;
“but when he no longer needs a mother, he belongs to me. Oh,
consider, M. Savarin, for his sake I refused the most splendid
offers ! Wihen he sought me, [ bad my coupé, opera-box, my
carfiomires, my jewels.  The Russians—the English—vied for
my smiles.  But 1 loved the man. T never loved before: I
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publican, and I fear does not get so much to eat siuce he has
no longer an Emperor to abuse.”

So Savarin went away. A few minutes atterwards Lemercier -
emerged from the church with Alain.

CHAPTER XIV.

& KNEW I should find you in the Madeleine,” said Le-
mercier, “ and I wished much to know when you had
news from Duplessis. He and your fair flancée are with

your aunt still staying at Rochebriant 1”

“ Certainly. A pigeon arrived this morning with a few lines.
All well there.”

* And Duplessis thinks. despite the war, that he shall be
able,1 when the time comes, to pay Louvier the mortgage
.um ”

“He never doubts that. His credit in London is so good.
But of course all works of improvement are stopped.”

“Pray did he mention me +—anything about the messenger
who was to pierce the Prussian lines 3" :

“ What! has the man not arrived ¥ It is two weeks since
he left.”

% The Uhlans have no doubt shot him—the assassing,—and
drunk up my 25,000 francs—the thieves.”

“I hopenot. But in case of delay, Duplessis tells me I am
to remit to you 2,000 francs for your present wants. I will send
them to you this evening.”

“How the deuce do you possess such a sum 1"

“T came from Brittany with a purse well filled. Of course
T could have no scruples in accepting money from my destined
father-in-law.”

¢ And you can spare this sum 1"

“ Certainly—the State now provides for me ; I am in com-
mand of a Breton company.”

“True. Come and dine with me and De Biéz4.”
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ment, when, rallying from the amaze of a defeat, the German
forces burst upon them, sustained by fresh batteries. The
Prussian pieces of artillery established at Chenneviéres and at
Neuilly opened fire with deadly execution ; while a numerous
infantry, descending from the intrenchments of Villiers. charged
upon the troops under Renoult. Awmong the French in that
strife were Enguerrand and the Mobiles of which he was in
command. Dismayed hy the unexpected fire, these Mobiles
gave way, as indeed did many of the line. Enguerrand rushed
forward to the front—¢ On, mes enfans, on! What will our
mothers and wives say of us if we fly ¥ Vive la France /—On!”
Among those of the better class "in that company there rose s
shout of applause, but it found no sympathy among the rest.
They wavered, they turned.  * Will you suffer me to gv on
alone, countrymen 1" cried Engunerrand ; and alone he rushed
on toward the Prussian line,—rushed, and fell, mor:ally
wounded by a musket-ball. ¢ Revenge, revenge!” shoured
some of the foremost ; “ Revenge ! ” shouted those in the
rear ; and, so shouting, turned on their heels and fled. But
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trast to poor FEnguerrand’s genial heartiness, had much wounded
his sensitive sclf-respect ; nor could he comprehend the reli-
gious scruples which forbade Raoul to take a soldier's share in
the battle-ficld, though in seeking there to save the lives of
others he 80 fearlessly hiazarded his own life.

“ Pardon,” said Raoul, with his sweet mournful smile, “the
unseasonable hour at which I disturb you. But your duties
on the ramparts and mine in the hospital begin early, and |
have promised the Abhé Vertpré to communicate a message of
a nature which perbaps you may deem pressing.”  He pro-
ceeded at once to repeat what the Abbé had communicated to
him the night before relatlve to the illness and the regnest
of the nun. :

« Louise Duval |” exclaimed the Vicomte,—* discovered at
last, and a religicuse/  Ah! I now understand why she never
sought me out when I reappeared at Paris.  Tidiugs of that
sort do not pen: tiate the walls of aconvent. I am greatly ol-
liged to you, M. de Vandemar, for the trouble you have
kindly taken.  This poor nun is related to me, and I will at









































































































































































































